University of South Florida

Digital Commons @ University of South Florida
Young Klondike, Stories of a Gold Seeker

Dime Novel Collections

July 1898

Young Klondike's journey to Juneau, or, guarding a million in gold
Francis W. Doughty

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.usf.edu/young_klondike

Recommended Citation
Doughty, Francis W., "Young Klondike's journey to Juneau, or, guarding a million in gold" (1898). Young
Klondike, Stories of a Gold Seeker. 27.
https://digitalcommons.usf.edu/young_klondike/27

This Text is brought to you for free and open access by the Dime Novel Collections at Digital Commons @
University of South Florida. It has been accepted for inclusion in Young Klondike, Stories of a Gold Seeker by an
authorized administrator of Digital Commons @ University of South Florida. For more information, please contact
scholarcommons@usf.edu.

•

IsS'IUd &mi-Monthly-By Subscription Sl.25 per year. Mntered as SeconiL Class Matter at the New York, N, Y., Post Office,
March 15, 1898, by Frank TO'UBey.

No.9.

NEW YORK, July 6, 1898.

Price

5~ Cents.

. .•

A slight sound heard further along the line of the bluff attracted Young Klondike's attention.
He turned to look and saw a huge bear walking slowly toward him over the snow.
Here was a good shot and a chance for fresh meat into the barga.in.
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Young Klondike's Journey to .Juneau;
OR,

GUARDiNG A MILLLION IN GOLD.
BY AUTHOR OF YOUNC KLONDIKE.
CHAPTER I.
THAT LITTLE RUN-IN AT RINK RAPIDS.

"Do you see anything, Edith?"
"Kot a thing, Ned."
"And yet we ought to see them by this time."
"So I should say, if t}1ey haven't given it up and gone
ck."
''We shall soon know."
"As soon as Dick and the Unknown return."
"Which will be when?"
'Ought to be before dark."
"I'm sure I hope so. It will soon be dark now."
"Suppose
get back to the camp. We may have trouin working our way down there after dark."
A young 'iD.3.n of nineteen stood at the top of the hill
erlooking the famous "Rink Rapids" of Lewis river, one
the noted danger spots on the great Klondike trail.
By his side was a girl of about his own age and of more
an usual beauty.
Both were comfortably clad and provided with every proption against the terrible winter climate of the new gold
llds. Each carried a Winchester rifle, which seemed· to
icate that they were looking out for trouble, as was ind the case.
s they started to descend the hill Edith suddenly
sed and.laid her hand upon her companion's arm.
"There's a stranger down there, Ned," she exclaimed.
She pointed down to the rapids, where there were great
sses of ice piled up with an occasional glimpse of open
ter glittering in the last rays of the setting sun.
here were dog teams there, six of them, and three men
nding guard over great boxes fastened upon ~leds, from
ich the dogs had been unhitched.
Some of the animals were feeding, others were lying

down in the snow with their tongues lolling out as though
it was a hot day instead of a very cold one.
•
Evidently the party had just completed a long run over
the frozen bed of the Lewis river.
They were resting before beginning the next stage of
their journey, Ned and Edith having improved the opportunity to ascend the hill and have a look at their surroundings, something very necessary, by the way, for the plan
was to continue the journey as soon as the sun was down.
Now a winter journey in the dark along the great Juneau
trail from Dawson City to the coast of Alaska is a very serious thing.
By far the gr.eater number of Klondikers that journey
oYer this dreaded trail is considered impossible even in the
daytime during the cold months.
Only the boldest are willing to attempt it, for in trying
to pass over this trail in winter many have lost their lives.
Fierce blizzards, bitter cold and the difficulty of carrying
sufficient provisions have too often played dreadful havoc
with travelers on the Juneau trail.
Besides these dangers there are wild and desperate men
to be feared.
.
These are the "toughs" who always infest a newly opened
mining region.
H9w they managed to subsist along the Juneau trail is
one of those strange problems which nobody can solve, but
there they are and always have been si.1ke the rush to the
Klondike first began, and every now and again one hears
of some party being attacked by these men.
'rhus, seeing a stranger in their camp, it is not to be wondered that Ned and Edith made all possible hast.e down
the bill.
A man standing fully six feet in his moccasins, dressed
in a big bearskin coat and cap, stood near the boxes leaning
on his rifle, talking to Charley Coons, one of the &Uards.

•

'
2

YOUNG KLONDIKE'S JOURNEY TO JUNEAU.

"Here's the hoss, now," said Charley. "If you've got
anything to say you'd better say it to him. I don't know
nothing about his business; it's as much as I can do to attend to my own."
The Klondikers looked at Ned winking his left eye rapidly.
We took the trouble to specify the particular optic, for it
would have been impossible for him to have winked his
xight eye, for somebody had gouged it out.
"Say, be you the boss of this here gold train?" he
drawled. "You look pretty tarnation young."
"'l'hat's what I'm supposed to be," replied Ned. "What
is it you want?"
"I want to go to Juneau."
"Indeed! Is there any reason why you shouldn't?"
«'l1he best of reasons, boss. I hain't got no grub."
"''And you'd like some of mine?"
"I would."
"vYe haven't got any more than we want fo'r ourselves,
l:Jut I expect my partner back pretty soon. I'll see what he
says."
"Thank you. May I ax your name?"
"My name's Ned Golden."
«That so?"
«Yes."
"Then you must be the feller they call Young Klondike?"
"Yes."
"I've heard tell of you. O~e you was just a poor clerk
:ln New York, and now you are a millionaire three or four
times over !"
· "Kot quite that."
"Pretty blame near it, if all I hear is true. Your partner's name is Dick Luckey?".
"'!'hat's right."
"Re used to be just a poor clerk, too?"
"Yes; there's no disgrace in that, I hope?"
"Sure not, boss; I'm only axing for information. You're
the firm of Golden & Luckey. You run a big mine up on
El Dorado Creek?"
"Yes."
"And another in Owl Creek?"
"Yes."
"Others still on Golden Island and thereabouts? Up back
of Forty Mile?"
"Yes."
"Thought I knowed you. Who's this young lady her'l ?"
«You're asking a great many questions, it seems to me."
"Only for information, boss; only for information."
"'rhere's no reason why we shouldn't tell him, Ned,"
laughed Edith, amused by the old fellow's quaint way of
speaking. "My name is Edith Welton, if you want to
know."
"Oh!" said the one-eyed man. "Edith Welton, is it?
Anything to a Welton I once knew up at Dawson, I wonder?
Re went out to the South African gold diggings a while
:.go."
"You are speaking of my father."
"Oh. indeed! Then you are from San Francisco?"

"Yes."
"Been up here long?"
"She came when I did," interrupted Ned, who was
ing impatient under this fire of questions.
"Yes, and the steamer I took passage on was wreck
my life was saved by my friend here, whom you call
Klondike," laughed Edith, "and since then we hav
together and we intend to keep together until we
Juneau, and I'm one of the partners in Golden & L
Now, is there anything else you want to know?"
"Sho! What a lot you've told me all to onct," d
the one-eyed man. "No, I don't know as I want to
anything else. I should say I was about done."
"And it's about time you were," growled Charley
"Boss, I'm blamed if I'd answer all his questions.
nothing but a tramp, anyhow, and he may be worse
out!"
The last part of Charley Coons' remarks was whi,
in Young Klondike's ear, but instead of taking
Ned only smiled.
"Pshaw! What harm can the poor old wretch do u
said. "Get him a bite to eat while I find out his name.
But Ned had no chance to find out the name of th
eyed stranger just then, any more than Charley Coon
to feed him, for at that moment a rifle shot rang out
upper end of Rink Rapids.
Looking in the direction of the sound, Ned saw a
man wearing a pair of big cavalry boots and a tall hat
ning toward them.
Re was accompanied by a handsome young fell
about Young Klondike's own age.
Both were looking back a they ran, and all at once
flung up their rifles and fired again.
"Trouble!" cried Edith.
"It's the toughs!" echoed Ned.
friend
They seized their rifles and ran to meet t
The one-eyed stranger ran with them, but Charley
and the guards obeyed Young Klondike's peremptory o
to remain behind with the teams.
Before they had gone a dozen yards they caught sig
several men hurrying up the river bank.
Some were Alaskan Indians, of the treacherous Co
mine tribe, and the others white toughs.
Ned knew only too well that they were all a gan
thieves together, and that prompt measures had t
adopted to drive them back.
"Stand your ground, Dick!" he shouted. "Rold on tl
Zed."
"Take your stand behind them there boulders!" dra
the one-eyed stranger. "We'll give 'em rats, we will.
willing to fight fer my grub."
Several huge boulders were scattered along the shor
tween Young Klondike and his friends.
Dick Luckey and the little man alluded to as
"Unknown" took up their stand behind them, and in a
ment Young Klondike, Edith and the one-eyed stra
were at their sirt.e.
"Are those the ones you were watching for?" dema
Ned.
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"That's what they are," answered Dick.
"They don't seem disposed to fire?"
"No,'' replied the Unknown. "By .the Jumping Jeremiah, they came on us suddenly. I'd just given up the
watch when they came out upon us. Say, Ned, who's your
friend?"
_T he allusion was to the one-eyed stranger, of course.
Again Young Klondike just missed the chance of learning the old man's name, for at that moment the toughs
opened fire on the boulders.
There was a general dodging behind the rocks, and the
fire was returned.
For the next few minutes the skirmish was a hot one.
Then the enemy suddenly turned, ran down upon the
ice, and crossing the Lewis river disappeared in the woods
on the other side.

CHAPTER II.
HOW THE ONE-EYED MAN WAS LOST IN THE STORM.

"They have gone,'' said Edith.
"'rhat's what,'' replied Dick. "Probably they didn't expect any such resistance. They are a hard gang, and lots of
travelers over the Juneau trail have been robbed and murdered by them."
"I hope to gracious we see no more of them," said Ned,
and he was just about to turn and thank the one-eyed stranger for his assistance, when the Unknown suddenly pounced
upon the old fellow and seized him by both wrists.
"Ha, my man! By the Jumping Jeremiah, my man!" he
cried. "Ye gods and little fishes, I've got you at last! Hold
on, though! Wrong again! Beg your pardon, neighbor. I
see that I've made a mistake."
Then the Unkn-0wn let go and burst into a loud laugh.
"Say, what in tarnatioJ;l ails that feller? Is he a lunatic?"
the stranger drawled out, looking very much surprised.
"Come now, Zed, none of that!" exclaimed Young Kl·m<like. "Do you want to scare the poor fellow half to deatl1?
Remember, he ain't used to that funny business of yours."
Now, this was an old trick of the Unknown.
Young Klondike's friend was a detective by profession.
A man who had traveled the world over and was still u-:.:.
his travels. All in the line of his businesss, he claimed.
He professed to be in search of a mysterious criminal
whom he called ''his man."
Who this man was or what crime he had committed nobody knew any more-than they knew the name of the detective.
Here was another of the Unknown';; peculiarities.
He had been a long time in company with Young Klondike and his friends now, but up to date had positively refused to identify himself with any other name than "Zed."
"Don't mind him," said Young Klondike. "This is only
his play."
"Blamed rough play, and no sense into it," the one-eyed
growled.
"Didn't I beg your pardon? What more do you want?"
demanded the detective. "Who's his nibs, anyhow, Ned?
What's he driving at here?"

"You can ask him if you want to find out," replied Young
Klondike. "I don't know his name any more than I do
yours."
"There, there! Don't harp on that old string. Yon
know my name well enough. What's yours, neighbor?"
The Unknown put the question to the one-eyed man.
Eviden1ry he was anxious to turn the conversation away
from himself.
"Wa'al, there hain't no ·mystery about my name, an' it's
Ben Butters,'' drawled the one-eyed man. "I'm from Forty
Mile, and I'm trying to work my way down to Juneau; that'<>
all there is itbout me."
"Made yo1/ pile?" demanded th~ detective.
"No, lost it," replied Mr. Butters in his dry way.
"What you going to do; give it up?"
"Ya'as, give it up and go home."
"Why don't you try it again?" asked Ned. "I wouldn't
be in quite such a big hurry to give it up if I were you."
"I've given it up already, boss; I'm old and tired. I don't
think I want to do any more gold digging. Ain't like you,
whose got a million or more in gold dust and nuggets packed
in them there boxes."
"Say, who was telling you that fine yarn?" demanded the
detective.
"Oh, I know."
"The deuce you do! There's such a thing as knowing
too much sometimes. Look out you don't run against that
snag."
~Ir . Ben made no answer, and they all walked back to
camp.
The next half hour was a busy one.
Dinner was served there by the rapids.
Everybody sat around on the boxes and drank hot coffee
and eat ham sandwiches. Not :tfiuch of a dinner, perhaps,
but all they could expect under the circumstances.
Then the dogs were harnessed up again and the train
prepared to move.
liieanwhile, no more had been seen of the toughs. Young
Klondike was willing to hope that they might never meet
them again.
But this was the second time they had been attacked
since leaving Fort Selkirk, so there was no telling.
It looked very much as if the gold thieves-for the toughs
were none else-were hovering on their trail and meant to
keep it up until their purpose was accomplished.
This was something very unpleasant to think about.
The hint given by the one-eyed man as to the contents
of the boxes was pretty close to the truth.
Whatever JHr. Ben Butters actually knew, it remained a
fact that the boxes were filled with gold.
'l'hey carried a million and over in nuggets and dust.
Here was a fortune in itself.
It had been dug by Young Klondike and his party, and
represented only a small part of his wealth.
The truth was, the firm of Golden & Luckey had become so rich it was a very difficult matter for them to know
what to do with all their goid.
The branch bank of British North America, at Dawson,
refused to take charge of any more than they now had.
Before the close of the season Young Klondike sent a
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large amount down the Yukon River to St. :Michaels, from
which port it was taken to San Francisco by steamer.
Fortune having again been good to him, and anoth~r
accumulation of the precious metal collecting on his hands,
Ned determined to take it to Juneau himself.
This was partly on hi~ own account and partly done to
help the starving prospectors at Dawson City, Forty Mile,
Fort Cudahy and other places in the Klondike country.
'rhousands had rushed to the diggings during the late
fall and food was very scarce, and prices away up out of
1;ight.
Great suffering had been the result.
It was still going on, and there seemed to be no prospect
of any substantial relief«Jefore spring.
\. ·
One day a meeting was held at the mining exchange in
Dawson City, and the richer mine owners offered a big
bonus to any one who wouid attempt the journey to Juneau
by way of the terrible Chilkoot pass to bring back provisions f:or the starving poor.
Two parties were organized and despatched, tb,e expenses
being paid by the heavy men of Dawson City, and as Young
Klondike was one of the heaviest his share was the greatest, and yet on top of all that the brave young fellow suddenly made the offer to go himself, which was accepted by
the committee amid a storm of cheers.
'rhese were the circumstances which sent Young Klondike off on his journey to Juneau.
Every effort had been made to keep it as quiet as pos$ible that a large amount of gold was going over with him,
but the effort failed, of course, and before the party left
Dawson City everybody knew it.
None but a brave man· would have dared to undertake
the terrible journey under these circumstances without a
shong guard.
He was a fairly good shot himself, and so was Dick
Luckey, while as for Edith she was a perfect expert with
the rifle, and all hands, including the Unknown, had been
through entirely too many stirring adventures since they
came to the Klondike to feel the slightest fear.
'rhe short Arctic day had already closed when, at a little
past three o'clock in the afternoon, the dog train filed down
upon the ice above Rink Rapids, and started for the "Five
Fingers,'' as the group of islands lying a few miles beyond
the rapid s is called.
Ned and Dick rode on the first sled, Edith and the Unknown followed on the next one. Charley Coons and his
men drove the other, and on the hindmost, seated upon the
box of gold, }).fr. Ben Butters rode.
"It looks as though it was going to snow before a great
while,'' remarked Dick, as Ned cracked his whip aboYe the
dogs and sent the sled spinning over the ice.
"That's right. I can't see a star, and they were plenty
enough a little while ago."
"What are you going to do if a storm comes up?"
"The best we can, same as we always do."
"We may have to go into camp."
"Don't mention it. The thought of going into camp on
a night like this with the thermometer away down toward
7.ero, and snow to boot, makes one sick."

"It ain't a very pleasant prospect, surely."
"Oh, it ain't so much on my own account, Dick. It's
Edith I'm thinking of."
"That's the worst. Still, we mustn't borrow trouble.
Say, Ned, I'm sorry that fellow Butters is along with us."
"So's the Unlmown, and so am I for that matter; but
how could it be helped?"
"I don't suppose it could, very well. Of course we
couldn't turn him adrift."
"Certainly not. Did he give any explanation of how
he happened to strike us?"
"He claims that he started to walk to Juneau and has
been making his way along slowly ever since."
"It seems scarcely possible."
"I know it; but when a man is desperate he 'vill attempt
almost anything. There's no doubt about the poor fellow
being almost starved-you could see that by the way he
pitched into the grub."
"That's right. He did seem hungry. The Unknown
don't trust him for a cent, though."
Nor in fact did Ned himself; although he had not srud
so, for he could not bear the thought of leaving the poor
wretch behind them to starve, and that is what it would
have amounted to if they had refused to allow him to
accompany the train.
The first hour's ride was accomplished without any difficulty, and they covered more ground than Ned had dared
to hope for.
'rhey were still running along over the ice on Dewis
river, doing the thirty-seven miles between FiYe Fingers
and Big Salmon river, when it began to snow.
"Hello, there, Young Klondike!" shouted the U nl'llown,
urging his dogs pp alongside Ned's; "what do you think of
this?"
"I don't like it, if you want to know," replied Ned; "but
we've got to make the best of it, I suppose."
"We want to put it through to t:l).e relay house as fast as
possible, and tie up there for the night."
"We've got to."
"If we don't we stand a good chance of b~ing lost in the
snow, and I needn't tell you that's no fun."
"Settled! 'rhe relay house it is,'' replied Ned, and he
snapped his whip and was off again in advance of the Unknown, whose dogs, being more heavily loaded, made slower
time.
From that on the storm seemed to steadily increase until
at five o'clock the snow was so thick and so deep that it had
become almost impossible for the dogs to proceed.
Matters were getting very serious. The poor brutes
could no longer draw the sleds at a faster rate than a slow
walk, sinking up to their middles at every step.
"What's to be done? We can go no further," Young
Klondike said to Dick after a long silence.
"I'll be hanged if ~e haven't got about to the end of our >
rope."
"It looks like it. Hello there, Zed! What are we going
to do?"
"Don't ask me. By the Jumping Jeremiah, I'm about
ready to give up."
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"Don't even hint at such a thing," said Edith. "Ilow
much further is it to the relay house, Charley?"
"Well, it can't be far," replied Charley. He was urging
his dogs up alongside the rest. "I should say we might be
within a mile of the relay house now."
"If we are still on the river," said the detective, "I ain't at
all sure of that."
~\Vhich we are," called out Ben Butters from his box.
"I tell you, Young Klondike, we all stand a bang-up chance
of freezing to death if we don't keep on the move, but we
are on the river fast enough. Don't you see them banks
ahead of us. That's the way the channel nms, right between them. If we could get up under the left bank there
the snow wouldn't be so deep."
This was g\)Od logic, considering the way of the wind.
Ned saw that once under the bank they might be able
to make a run for a considerable distance, perhaps a mile
or more, without sending the dogs wallowing through the
deep snow.
"That's the talk. We'll try it again," he declared, anu,
crachng his whip, he urged the dogs on.
'l'he poor tired creatures .seemed to appreciate the situa·
tion and did their best.
.After a little "they worked the sleds up under the bank
and found the situation as they expected. It was compara·
tively easy going here.
"This is better, ever so much better," said the detective.
"Now, if vnt can only strike the relay house we may escape."
But where was the relay house? Nobody seemed to know
exactly.
Charley Coons, who had been over the ground twice before and was acting as guide, declared that he was not sure
that they had not already passed it.
The snow had completely altered the appearance of every·
thing, and even if it had been daylight it would have been
difficult to determine their position, while as it was in the
darkness, they could make nothing at all out of it.
But, of course, there was nothing for it but to keep on
going, and that was what they did until all at once they
came to a place where there was a sudden descent of snow
ten feet down to a level stretch, where the snow laid sTiread
out in one vast white sheet as far as the darkness would
permit the eye to penetrate.
"Hold up!" cried Dick. "For heaven's sake, Ned, what is
this?"
Ned reined in his dogs just in time to prevent the leaders going over the brink.
'"\Vbat, this can't be the river!" he exclaimed. "There's
no fall here!"
"What's the matter?" called Edith.
Ned shouted back, and his answer brought the Unknown
and Charley Coons up on foot; they cam1:i wallowing
through the snow, which was nearly up to their waists.
"This ain't the river," said the guide, emphatically. "I
could almost have known that cuss was wrong, and now I
know it's so. Probably we've been off the river for the last
half hour, and where we are now, goodness knows."
"Call Ben Butters! Let's see what he's got to say abou~
it," said Ned.
Now, as we have alteady stated, Mr. Ilen Butters rode in

the box on the last sled, and so thick .had the snow' become
that this sled could no longer be seen.
•·
"Andy! Hey, Andy! Come on up here!" shouted Charley Coons to the driver of the last sled.
"I'm a-coming!" was the answer, when all at once there
rang a dismal cry for help.
"By the Jumping Jeremiah, what's that?" exclaimed the
Unknown.
A shout from AndJ. came in answer.
":Jian gone! Man gone !" he yelled.
They did not understand it until the last sled came up.
"That feller's gone !" cried Andy. "He must have tumbled off the sled. I never know'd it till I heard him holler.
Gee whiz! There he goes again!"
"Help! Help! Save me! I shall perish in the snow!"
Once m?re the startling cry rang out through the gloom.
"By gracious, something has got to be done," cried Young
Klondike. "\Ye can't leave the poor fellow to perish so."
"It's my opinion we've got all we want to do to take care
of ourselves," declared the Unknown. "Still, I suppose
we've got to .go back. You'd never rest quiet if we didn't,
Young Klondike."
"Oh, we must go," said Edith. "It would be barbarous
to leave the poor fellow behind us."
"Ho"· in the world did he come to fall off the box, Anc1y?."
asked Charley Coons.
·.'Andy's idea was that the one-eyed man had been ovei:corne with the cold. which seemed likely enough. ~anterns
were now lighted, and Ned an cl the U J!known started back.
It was almost a hopeless task-more so than any one can
imagine who ha not been in a similar situation.
JUeanwhile, Edith and Dick, with the help of Charley
Coons and the others, were trying to make out what was
best to do for their own safety-a very serious problem as
matters stood,
When Neel an cl the Unknown got back they reported entire failure.
"It's no use. We could find nothing of the poor wretch,'-'
said Young Klondike. "We called and called, but could get
no answer. There can't be any doubt that he has tumbled
into some drift and is buried there. I'm afraid by this
time he's past all help/'
And a_feeling of deep gloom settled down upon all the
party.
It was terrible to think of the poor wretch dying there
in the snow.
How soon it might be their own fate no one could tell,
for the snow was coming down faster than ever, and ·neither
Young Klondike nor any of his followers had the least
idea which way to go.
CHAPTER III.
HOW THE PIIANTOl\1 DOG TEAM WENT DOWN OVER THE
RLUFF.

It is a fearful thing to be overtaken in a snow storm in
Alaska.
Although Young Klondike had tried hard to keep up his
own courage for the sake of the rest, he found it hard work,
for he fully realized what it all meant.
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Something had to be done, and that right away, or
there was no help for them.
The suggestion came from Edith which undoubtedly
saved them from death.
''We can't be far away from the river," she exclaimed.
"Let's divide; part of us go -to the right and part to the
left, and the one who strikes the bank first fire a shot." ·
"With the idea of going into camp under the shelter of
the bank ?" Ned asked.
"Yes; that is if we can find no better shelter."
"We'll do it. We've got to do something, and it may as
well be that as anything else."
So Ned and Dick started off in one direction and Edith
and the Unknown took the other.
Charley Coons and the men remained with the dog
teams.
The agreement was that a shot should be fired every five
minutes by each party, Charley Coons always firing twice.
Failing to hear Charley's double signal either party was
to instantly return.
Ned and Dick plodded on wearily through the snow trying to penetrate the gloom. It was hard work, for their
snowshoes were packed in the baggage hamper, and it was.
impossible to get at them.
Before they had signaled three times ·Ned began to feel
that to go much further was to risk their lives, for it was
more than doubtful if they would be able to get back to the
sleds.
"It won't do, Dick; first thing we know we'll be stuck,"
he said. "I think we'd better turn back now."
"Do you feel awfully worried, Ned?"
"It looks mighty dubious."
"Suppose we never get back?"
"Don't say it! While we're alive I shall hope and-hold
<>n ! What's that big black thing on ahead there?"
"Rocks !" cried Dick.
"Then that means shelter. Push ahead."
"'l'ime's up! We must signal again."
Dick fired.
Immediately the two answering shots were heard.
Then, after a few seconds' wait~ another shot rang out
far in the distance.
"That's Edith," said Ned. "Well, we're all alive yet,
that's some comfort. Pitch in, Dick. We'll find what
those rocks are."
'rhey toiled on. In a few minutes the rocks stood out
plainly before them. It"was a bluff some thirty feet high.
Behind they could see other rocks rising. At a little distance ahead was a low black object.
Here they were sheltered from the wind and the ground
was comparatively clear of snow.
"This is all right!" cried Young Klondike joyfully.
"We can camp here with perfect safety. I've no doubt that
we can find plenty of wood to build a fire, too, if we can
only get our snowshoes. Shall we start back?"
"I want to see what that black thing is first," said Dick.
"A big boulder probably."
''J,ike enough. Still, we must make sure."
"We can do that after we all get here, Dick."

"No; let's do it now, Ned. I feel just as though Im
know."
It was as lucky a move as Dick ever made, for befo
they had covered half the distance they saw that the bla
object, instead of being a big rock, was a log hut, cornfor
ably built, with a door and two windows, a fireplace a
plenty of wood collected, and to cap all, there was a sh
for the dogs outside.
"Hooray! The relay house!" cried Ned.
"That's what it is," replied Dick. "Did I make any mi
take? I guess not! We're all safe now."
Two shots rang out.
Ned hastened to answer.
Listening, the signal from Edith was heard.
"We've crossed the river and didn't know it," sai
Young Klondike. "Build up a roaring fire here, Die
I'll get back and bring the whole party over."
Back went Ned with the good news.
"I knew we couldn't be far from it," declared Charle
Coons. "Call in the old man and Miss Welton and we'
start right along."
Ned fired three shots, which was the signal for return.
lt seemed an interminable time before Edith and th
Unknown came in, but they were back at last reportin
no find on their side.
"I was just giving it up when I heard your shots," sai
the detective. "It's my opinion one might go on foreve
on that side and never strike shelter. It takes Dick t
make the lucky strike."
"And who says there's nothing in a name?" cried Edit
"Let's hurry to the hut. I suppose there is no use in look
ing any further for that poor fellow. I only wish ther
was."
I
When they reached the hut they found that Dick ha
a roaring fire on the hearth; and everything was warm an
comfortable.
The dogs were unharnessed and put in the shed, and th
boxes of gold carried inside the hut.
Then supper was served and everyone would have had ,
jolly time if it had not been for the thought of th
wrefthed Mr. Butters, whose sad fate set them all to reflect
ing what their own might yet be.
About nine o'clock Ned went outside to look at th
weather.
It had almost stopped snowing, and the wind had en
tirely died away.
Ned made up his mind that it was going to clear off, an
by midnight he knew that he was right, for then the star
came out and the thermometer fell rapidly. By two o'cloc
the glass marked twenty below zero, and at half-past three
when the Unknown waked Ned up to take his turn on th
watch, it was tyventy-five.
Dick, who had been called too, threw an armful of woo
upon the fire, and the boys sat ·down to finish out the nigh
the best they could, the Unknown and Charley Coons turn
ing into the bunks. The man Andy was on the watch out
side in the shed, so bundled up as to be almost unrecog
nizable.
•
"This is going to block us in here, I'm afraid," remarke
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~ed. "I don't see how we are going ahead through this
uow ."
"Don't you fret," replied Dick. "Just as soon as it's
aylight we shall be able to find the river easy enough,
nd then the snow will be so packed down that the sleds
·ill go over it like greased lightning."
"I wish I thought so."
"You'll find it so; be sure of it."
"If it is we ought to make good time to-morrow."
"Let's go out and have a look. I want to see how the
ermometer stands now."
Dick had no objection to offer, and they went outside".
The stars were shining overhead with a brilliancy only
be seen in the Arctic regions. It was perfectly still, the
ence being almost awe-inspiring.
As they stood there looking up at the myriad of twinkg points in the heavens, there was a burst of :flame in
e north.
Heavy tongues of greenish light shot up heavenward;
en suddenly changing form and gathering, in one great
ass they seemed to descend from the vast starry dome like
curtain drawn into innumerable folds.
"The moon!" cried Young Klondike. "Dick, was there
er anything so beautiful!"
"It's immense ! Edith made me promise to wake her up
I ever saw such an aurora as this and she happened to
asleep."
"It's a shame to disturb her."
"But I must. I gave my promise. Why, it's as bright
day!"
"Better do it, then. If we could only get up on the
cks there we could get a better view of it. I'd like to have
look at the whole business, and here we can only see part."
"There wouldn"t be any trouble in getting up,'' said
ick as he went back into the hut.
After he had gone Ned started to go into the shed to see
w the dogs and Andy were getting on.
It might have saved him lots of trouble if he had carrieq
t that idea, but as it happened something turned him. off,
d from that moment Andy and the dogs went out of
s head.
A slight sound heard further along the line of the bluff
tracted Young Klondike's attention. He turned to look
d saw a huge bear walking slo~vly toward him over the
ow.
Here was a good shot and a chance for fresh meat into
e bargain.
Ned seized his rifle, which was leaning against the hut,
d, drawing a bead on the bear, fired.
The. result was not altogether satisfactory.
The bear stopped, gave a ferocious growl and then turng went limping away, leaving a trail of blood behind him
the snow.
"By gracious, I must finish that fellow!" thought Ned,
rgetting all about the dogs; and off he started after the
ounded bear.
But the bear developed greater speed than he expected.
mming away, it was hard to get a shot at a vital spot, and

Ned lmew that to shoot him from behind would do no good
at all.
·
So he ran on, coming closer and closer as the bear's
strength began to fail.
Evidently the poor animal realized the situation, for it
suddenly stopped running, and turning, rose upon its hind
legs and stood facing Ned.
Here was the chance. Another shot and the bear's business was settled.
Over it went in the snow just as Edith and Dick came
hurrying up.
.
-"Good shot, Ned!" cried Edith. "That will give us all
the fresh meat we want for days to come."
"That's what I'm driving at,'' replied Ned triumphantly.
"What do you think of our aurora?"
"It's splendid! I never saw anything to equal it."
"Worth being waked up to look at?" asked Dick.
"Indeed it is. Shall we skin the bear now, Ned? I
don't feel like sleeping any more to-night."
"Oh, let it be for a little while. I don't believe there
are any wolves to bother it. Let's go up on the bluff and
have a look."
"At the aurora? I suppose we can see it better from
there."
"At everything. I want to find out where we are, and
we won't have a better chance till after sunrise, which
won't be for hours yet."
Dick had no objection to offer, and as the rocks were
comparatively bare of snow here, and not too steep to be.
easily climbed, they started right off.
It was now about four o'clock, ancl it must be remembered that in Alaska one gets used to traveling about at
night; if it wasn't so, there would not be much traveling
done, the hours of daylight are so short.
So they climbed up to the top of the bluff and thought
nothing of it, and when they came to view the aurora from
this height it was beautiful beyond all description. They
stood looking at it for many minutes, no one speaking a
word.
"Wonderful!" cried Edoi.th at last. "There never was anything so beautiful. Why some of those dark days last week
were hardly any lighter than this."
"Mighty little," replied Ned. "I can see a mile along the
top of the bluff at least."
It was really amazing how far they could see. As far as
the eye could reach the flat shelf which formed the top of
the bluff stretched out before them. It's width was some
hundred feet or more, and behind it the mountain rose to
a great height above their heads.
K ow, while Young Klondike stood there looking a ver_y
irregllar thing occurred.
At no great distance away, a little further than where
the bluff overhung the hut, two white dogs suddenly came.
into view, trotting along over the snow.
They were followed by six others, and then came a sled
flying toward Young Klondike's party with great rapidity.
On the sled four men were seated, including th~ driver,
all clothed in white furs, which looked as if it might be the
skin of a polar bear.
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"Great heavens! What's that?" cried Ned. "Who can
those people be?"
"A phantom sleigh!" exclaimed Dick.
"I'd rather it would be a phantom sled than a real qne
up here, Dick. We don't want any visitors at the hut. Remember the millions in gold."
"Look! Look!" cried Edith. "They are driving right
-0ver the edge of the bluff. Are they mad?"
It was very startling. Almost enough to make one think
that if such a thing as a phantom sled was possible, Dick
might be right.
All at once the driver turned his dogs toward the edge of
the bluff.
Over they went, draggihg the sled after theni.
It seemed to rise almost to the perpendicular as it went
()Ver the edge, but the silent forms seated upon it never
moved.
·
It all happened in a moment, and then the bluff was deserted, and the aurora flashed down only upon Young Klondike and his friends.
CHAPTER IV.
THE LOSS OF THE . GOLD.

For a moment Ned, Dick and Edith just stood there looking at each other without uttering a word.
"Amazing!" cried Edith, breaking the silence at last.
'" Ned, what does it mean?"
"'T'hat we've got to hustle!;' cried Ned. "There's going to
he trouble down at the hut."
"Let's get over there," said Dick. "If they can get the
sled down we can go, too."
"I'm not so sure."
"But I am, though. Don't you fret. We can make it.
There's no more of any consequence here and we can cover
the ground in five minutes."
It seemed plausible enough, but Young Klondike never
made a greater mistake.
They all startei!. off on the run for the place where the
sled had been seen, but when they reached it they saw
:plainly enough that they were not going to be able to get
down.
'l'he snow o-yerhung the rocks here to such an extent that
fhere was absolutely no footing.
Yet there were the tracks. The sled had gone right over
into the drift.
"It beats everything," said Dick. "They went down there,
but I'll be blest if I feel 1ike trying it."
"It ain't safe to try it," replied Ned. "If we had snow
shoes we might think of it, but even then it would be a
risk."
1
They stood there for, a moment looking at each other,
and then all seemed to realize that the only thing to do was
to go down by the way they had come up.
Off they started on a run, and had almost reached the
-place, when suddenly a shot rang out below the bluff.
"Heavens! They are at it!" cried Ned. "It's an attack
<On the hut!"
There was another shot then, and another, and afterward all was still.

Alarmed! Well, naturally, they were all that, but Ne
might have taken a little more care.
In his haste he missed his footing and went tumblinfl
down into a big drift up to his neck, scaring Dick and
Edith terribly, and a good ten minutes was wasted in get-<
Ling him out.
All this time not a sound had reached their ears from th(
direction of the hut.
"It's all my fault!" groaned Ned, as he shook off thf
snow. "If anything desperate has been done there I shall
have no one but myself to blame."
•
"Corne on! CoUle on!" cried· Dick. "There's somethin~·
wrong. I have it. We ought to have gone up on tl11
Uuft."
They hurried on toward the relay house, but before the
reached it they saw four dog teams flying off under ~hf
aurora.
"Look! Look!" cried Ned, who first caught sight o
them. "Our teams, Dick!".
"Sure they are."
"The forward ain't; it's the phantom sled,"
Edith.
"You're right! I see the white dogs. They are loadet
down, too."
"The gold!"
"I'm afraid."
"'rhen it means treachery," declared Dick. "Can any o
our men be in it?"
They ran on. 'rhe door of the hut stood wide open an(
so was the shed door.
·
It began to look as though the wolst might have ha!f
pen ed.
All around the hut the snow was trampled down. Thef
could see where the boxes had been thrown when they weire
passed out of the hut.
Every box was missing, the hut was deserted and so wae
i.he shed.
u
Even the. provisions had been carried off.
· By this time the dog teams had disappeared in the dip1
tance, and the prospect of their ever being seen agai:
G
looked very slim.
Ned leaned against the door post in silence. Dick anlr1
Edith peered into the deserted bunks without a word.
Uc
"It's a bad business, and no mistake," groaned Dick li'l
last. "Ned, what in the world are we going to do?"
o
"Not give up in despair, that's certain. The only th~ :
that worries me is about the Unknown."
e
"Same here. It seems strange to think so little of H
million in gold, but I'd cheerfully give my share of it jUJn<
to have one sight of the Unknown's old plug hat now." ~ ·
"And wouldn1t I? I rather guess yes! They've all go~c
back on us, Dick. It seems as though it was just impossiblis
to get straight, honest men in Dawson. I'm afraid Charl1ai
Coons is at the bottom of this."
m
"I don't beli~ve one word of it," said Edith, very deci
edly. "Mr. Coons is an honest man, and I'm sure of ·
As for Andy and Tom I wouldn't say so much, but it a· c·
possible they could have known we were going to st ''
here and wai:ned their friends to be onthe lookout for u a
•
"Don't you be so sure. This is the relay house, reme
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r, and almost every one puts in a night here in the jour"He's coming this way," said Edith. "They ain't followy to Juneau. Besides, there's the one-eyed man."
ing him, either."
"You don't think he could have been in with the gang"No, no! See, he turns and fires back. Ah! that shot
at he's at the bottom of this?"
told. One of them went off the forward sled. They are
"It wouldn't surprise me a bit. See, here's where the going to let him alone now."
d came down over the bluff. Nothing hard about it when
"He's making for the relay house. We want to go and.
u coine to look. We might have done the same if we had meet him!" cried Dick. "By gracious, those fellows madely had courage enough to take the jump into the first the mistake of a lifetime when they carried the Unknown.
ift."
away with them. Probably they realize it now."
Talk and speculation did not amount to much, how'!'here was no mistake made in getting down off the bluffs,.
er, and Young Klondike being the kind to act rather than though.
k, he soon began to suggest ways of getting out of the
When they reached the level they could see nothing of
culty.
the sled.
But they hurried off through the snow in the direction
Of course, it was useless to think of following the sleds
they were. Even their snowshoes were gone with the from which they knew it was coming.
"There he comes!" cried Edith, suddenly, and she threw
t, and without snowshoes it would be next to impossible
up her rifle and followed.
make any progress on foot.
As the shot came echoing back from the hills, Ned and
"I'll tell you what it is," said Ned, suddenly. "We want
find out where those fellows came from. More than likely Dick caught sight of the Unknown, looking like Santa.
y've left something behind them to tell who they are." Claus with a plug hat on, driving his dogs over the snow.
He saw the little party and rounded up alongside of them
"Will it do us any good to know?" groaned Dick. "Every'ng is lost, and it makes precious little difference who ha~ a moment later.
"Oh, here you are!" be cried. "Come out to meet me,.
len it, as far as I can see."
·'Ned's right. Let's go up on the blufi again," said eh? By the Jumping Jeremiah, I've had a hard time of
'th. ''We may strike something; at least we can do noth- it. We've lost a million in gold."
here."
hey started off and climbed up the rocks to•the top of
CHAPTER V.
blufi.
OFF
ON
THE
GOLD ROBBERS' TRAIL.
t was lighter than ever now, for in addition to the
ora the moon had come out, and with the aid of a good
"Get your breath before you try to talk . . It can't' make:
ht glass it was possible to see for miles around.
matters any worse to help us waiting a few moments,"
ed had just such a glass, which he always carried with said Young Klondike, for the Unknown was gasping like
, for winter travel in Alaska is both difficult and dan- a fish out of water between each word.
ous, and one can never tell what is going to happen.
''Well, I am out of breath!" be exclaimed. "It's the exs he looked off upon the snow-white stretch which lay citement, I guess. Look here. I've got off with all the
ow the bluff he could get a glimpse of the dog teams grub, and that's one thing."
ving in a southeasterly direction.
'rhen Ned saw that it was the boxes containing the pro'There they are,'' cried Edith, catch sight of them at the visions and other belongings of the party which the Unsame moment.
known had brought back with him. There was none of the
'That's what's the matter! I see them," replied Ned. gold on the sled.
"Are they following you?" he demanded.
racious, they are as plain as day! Hello! There's the
"Yes-no-I don't know, and I don't much care. Oh~
known. Hit him again! That's the talk! Hurray for
Zed! Go it; go it! They'll shoot him! No they won't! the scoundrels ! Next time we start on the journey t<>
ere, he's got the start! If he can only hold it. Oh, Juneau I won't trust my own brother! I might have
known that no good luck would come of picking up a oneldn't I give a lot to be there!"
Jow, any one might hava been excused for thinking that eyed man."
"Do pull yourself together," cried Dick. "What's the
d had suddenly taken leave of his senses the way he
uted then. But what he saw through the glass was one-eyed man got to do with this?"
"Everything to do with it. He's the head and front of
ugh to excite any one. As his eyes rested upon the last
he four sleds he caught sight of the Unknown. The de- the whole business ! Dead, eh? Not a bit of it ! Hurt in
ive suddenly rose up from the pile of boxes and brought the snow, eh? Well, I guess not! Calling for help, eh?
fist down upon the driver's head, jamming the fellow's Making us risk our lives trying to find him? Don't you
over his eyes and, seizing him by the shoulders he forget it, that was only a big bluff."
a
hed the man off the sled, tumbled into his place, caught
"Tell us all about it, Zed," said Edith. ''Will you talk
the lines and went whirling away, following by a shower now or do we want to start right off after them and talk as
hots. Fortunately for the brave detective, he was pro- you go."
ed by the boxes, and none of them seemed to tell.
"There ain't much use in starting after them, and that's
'I see him! I see him!" cried Dick, as Ned hurriedly ex- a fact," said the detective dismally; "but I supposed that
ined what had happened.
was what you'd want to do."
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"You don't mean to let the gold go?" asked Ned.
"Too late now. We can't go back, so suppose you go
"Surely you don't mean that?"
on?"
"No, no, no! Ye gods and little fishes. No! I was only
"With my story?"
thinking."
"And the sled."
"Of what?"
"First give me time to forgive you for your negligence."
"They are going to Juneau with that gold, Ned!"
"How long will it take? I'm to blame-I own it."
"So!"
"You're forgiven already, then, although you don't de·
"Yes, sir. I overheard them talking in French. They serve it. As I was saying, Charley and I were suddenlJ
didn't know that I could understand their lingo; but all awakened by four men, who came bursting into the hut
One was Andy and the other was Tom, and the other wa
the same I could."
that
double dashed, one-eyed son of a Butters, and th1
'"rhen we are going to follow."
other-that's
the last-might have been taken for a ghosi
"0.f course, of course. I don't dispute that, but we'd
for
he
had
on
a big white bearskin coat and a white fm
take it easy. You see these dogs are pretty well tuckered
cap
and
it
was
he that covered me with his rifle, gol bus·
out. I slugged that scoundrel of an Andy over the head,
tumbled him off the sled and ran away with the blooming him! I only wish I had him here now, and the four othe1
team. By the Jumping Jeremiah, wasn't he thunder- white coats who were waiting outside to steal our gold."
The Unknown had worked himself up into a regular rage
struck ! I came mighty near being bullet struck, too, but
"You ought to thank them for not killing yon," sai1
I managed to get away from them in the end."
Dick.
"Yes, I saw it all," replied Ned."
"Blamed if I know why they didn't. They tied up Ohm
"You did, like nothing. That's all nonsense."
ley
and me, and wouldn't say a word as to what they mean
"No it ain't. We were on the bluff. I had my night
to
do
with us. I fixed 'em, though! One of them has go
glass-what more do you want?"
one
of
my bullets to remember me by. I wish I'd been ab1
"Well, it does beat all how them night glasses do show
to
do
more."
up things in the dark; but as I was saying-"
"Do you think it was the same gang that attacked u
"Say it on the sled. We want to start off on the trail of
below?"
asked Ned.
them gold robbers, -and we don't want to lose anv time."
"Part
of
them-not the same men though. That attac)
"All aboard then ! Here we are off for J une~u ! If wc
was
only
a
blind. They saw the storm coming and kne1
come up with the gold robbers, heaven help them-that's
we'd
have
to
stop at the relay house. -That one-eyed snooze
all I've got to say."
was
the
spy
sent ahead to make sure that we did it. H
The boys and Edith had already taken their places on
fooled
us
fine,
and now we are in the worst kind of way.
the load, and the Unknown, giving his whip a flourish,
Thus
it
was
all explained, and Young Klondike realize
started the dogs.
how
unwise
they
had ~en to undertake the journey t 1
It requires an expert to drive a dog team well, but the
,Juneau
with
so
small
a guard.
Unknown had enjoyed considerable practice during the
Soon
the
sun
rose
and the remainder of that day w,
preceding winter, and was able to manage them in first
spent
in
following
the
gold robbers' trail.
class shape.
'Herc was no difficulty in keeping on it-the trail wa E
"Now," said Ned, "for gracious sake tell us how all this
plain enough. 'l'he increasing cold had hardened up tl
happened. Here we've been talking for the last five minsnow somewhat, and it was an easy matter for the dogs t
utes and don't know yet whether all our men have turned
drag the sled along.
traitors or not."
There was no difficulty in striking the Juneau trail eithe
"Andy and Tom have, but not Charley Coons," re- for the trail
of the robbers followed it closely.
s
plied the detective. "You see Charley and I were sleeping
No doubt their intention was to go to Juneau, for ti
away peacefully, trusting to a certain fellow who is gen- tracks kept along the bed of the Lewis
river.
erally called Young Klondike to keep guard over us,
But it proved to be one thing to strike the trail of ti
t
when-"
gold robbers and another to come up with them. Day su1
r
"Hold on there!" broke in Ned. "Am I to blame for ceeded day, and they saw no sign of them, but there w
this?"
always the trail in the snow.
"Well, what do you say yourself, dear boy? Were you on
It was splendid weather-not too cold for travel ar t
the watch?"
always clear.
Having their provisions, there was no suffering fro b
"No! It is all my fault."
1
"Ah! Your sense of justice is keen, noble youth! I hunger, and, beside&,.·what they carried, Edith made son
knew you'd admit the charge. Where were you when the good shots. A bear was killed on the first day, a moose r Il
the second. They could easily have shot two other bears o t
enemy came down upon us, may I ask?"
"Well, we were up on the bluff looking at the aurora. I the third, but as it was impossible to carry any more me 1:
t
they let them go.
had just shot a bear and--"
t
"Just shot a bear? Where is it? Here we want everyDuring this long run, unbroken by adventure, YoUJ
thing in the shape of fresh meat we can get, and you are Klondike's party cleared the Lewis river, Thirty-Mile ri>e
calmly talking of leaving a bear behind us."
Lake Le Barge and made the famous White Horse rapids. 0
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Once they stopped over night at a relay house, but on the near they stood out in :full view, Ned lighting a lantern
other two nights, this not being convenient, they encamped and waving it before them.
under the shelter of rocks and slept rolled up in the blan"Hello! Hello! Hello!" shouted the driver of the
kets on the snow.
first team, cracking his whip and urging his dogs on at full
This may seem a terrible hardship, and so it would be speed.
to many, but it was not so to Young Klondike's party.
''Ilello ! Hello! Hello!" shouted the Unknown in his
They had become well used to that sort of thing.
foghorn voice.
It is a great thing to meet travelers on the Juneau trail~
Matters now· began to look pretty dubious, so far as the
recovery of the gold was concerned.
Soon the sleds came up, and Ned immediately recogAll this time they had not seen a living soul, and the only nized old Dan Dubois, a noted French-Canadian dog driver,
satisfaction they had was in being able to continue on the known to everyone in Dawson City as the most daring man
trail of the gold robbers. They found the places where on the Klondike.
they had encamped, too, but until the night they reached · "Why, why, why! Is it you, Young Klondike?" he exWhite Horse rapids the ashes of their fires were always claimed. "By gracious! you're a wonder! Do you mean to
cold, 1:md it was impossible to determine how far they were say that you've undertaken the winter journey to Juneau ·
without a guide?"
ahead of them, but that night brought a change.
Our travelers had almost reached the rapids, when, comThey shook hands heartily, for Ned knew old Dan pering suddenly to a place where a great ledge of rocks over- fectly well.
Then the men crowded off the sleds. They were all "tenhung the river, they saw the trail suddenly turn in under
the rocks.
derfeet,'' new-comers in the gold diggings, and a fine stalwart lot of fellows they were, too, for the most part old
"Another camp!" cried Ned, who was on the watch.
"That's what's the matter," said Dick. "Say, ain't that Californian miners, well used to roughing it. No others
smoke?"
would have dared to undertake the winter journey to Daw"Looks mighty like it!" said the Unknown. "Have we son City, and as many of them had heard of Young Klondike they crowded around him, all eager to make the acstruck a hot trail at last?"
"Hot coals!" laughed Ned.
quaintance of the young gold king and his friends.
"Not a word about our loss,'' Ned said positively be"By the Jumping Jeremiah, we need something hot to fore they came up, and so not a word was said until the
encourage us. If it'lladn't been for Edith's cheerfulness I'd first talk was all over, then Young Klondike and Dick
have given up in despair long ago."
drew Dan Dubois aside and told him all.
"No, you wouldn't," said Edith. "You are the most
"Did you meet such a party?" was his eager question.
"No, sir!" was the disappointing answer. We've seen
cheerful of all of us. Here's- their :fire! See, the coals are
no one in two days, and then it was only a band of Copred hot still, and they can't be long gone."
It was the most encouraging thing they had seen in days, permine Indians."
but there was something of mystery about it, too.
Ned took Dan a little way back and showed him the trail.
Why the robbers should have abandoned their camp just
The old habitant-as the French-Canadians are calledat dark Ned could not understand.
shook his head.
"Scared off; that's what!" declared the Unknown.
"There are no tracks beyond the canyon,'" he declared.
"By Indians!" suggested Dick.
"Where did you first strike them?"
"Who else could it be?"
"Just as I was coming through the canyon,'' was the
"'l'ain't likely there's any other party of .miners but our- reply. "I saw them then and wondered what they meant.
I was just going to ask you when you spoke."
selves on the Juneau trail."
It was odd how the answer came.
"Then they must have gone up into the mountains."
"It looks like it. You'd better give it up, sir."
The words were scarcely spoken, when Edith espied a
team of eight dogs coming toward them over the frozen
"Give up a million? Not much. Don't some of your
rapids.
party want to join me in hunting down these robbers? I'll
They were drawing a heavily loaded sled, and there were pay well."
three others behind it.
"I don't believe you can persuade one of them. The
"The gold robbers!" gasped Dick. "They are coming risk is too great. You see they've all got their baggage to
back!"
look after and if they were to leave me there would be nothIt was not altogether clear that night, and consequently ing left for them to do but to go back to Juneau even in
not easy to see just what sort of men rode on the sleds, but case you succeeded; but you can try it and see what they
there seemed to be quite a crowd of them, and Ned real- say."
Ned did try it, and the result was just as old Dan Duized at once that they could not be the gold robbers, and
this made it equally certain that it was a party going into bois had predicted.
the Klondike from Juneau.
Money was no inducement. It was impossible to per"We can show ourselves, safely," he declared. "They are suade any of the prospectors to give up their journey to
Dawson and go to hunting gold robbers.
only a lot of prospectors. There is nothing to fear."
They were already off the sled, and as the dog train drew
The plan was therefore abandoned.
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Dan Dubois then announced his intention of going into
camp for the night there under the rocks.
"Shall we stay with them or push ahead?" was the question Young Klondike put to Dick, Edith and the Unknown.
"Go on,'' said Dick.
"By all means,'' added Edifo..
"Sti:ike while the iron is hot-I mean while the coals
are hot," declared the Unknown.
That settled it.
Bidding the prospectors good-by, they drove off into the
canyon, Ned keeping a close watch on the gold robbers'
trail.

CAPTER VI.
THE ATTACK ON THE ROBBERS' C.A.MP.

"It was no easy matter to follow the trail once they entered the canyon.
Here great walls of rock towered on either side of them,
and the snow was packed down so hard on the frozen river
bed that it would have been difficult to have detected the
trail even in the daytime, and now it was dark and the
filint impressions left by the dogs' feet and the sled runners were crossed and recrossed by the trail of old Dan
Dubois' party, which added greatly to the difficulty.
Still the trail was there, and Ned was just beginning to
think that the habitant had been mistaken when all at once
it disappeared.
"Gone!" cried the Unknown, who was watching out on
the other side.
"I know it/' replied Ned. "It ended back there by that
big white rock."
"Just beyond it. I didn't see it after we passed the
rock."
They dismounted and lighted the lantern.
Dick remained by the dogs and the others went back to
search for the trail.
Soon they found it. The tracks seemed to end abruptly
by the rock, but then there was ice here. From the canyon
walls running water had evidently fallen since the snow,
caused by some bursting spring, no doubt. The water had
frozen and formed a crust and this extended almost to
where they had stopped.
Ned saw at once that there was no telling exactly where
the trail disappeared within a space of a hundred yards or
more.
Then followed a long and unavailing search for some
clue to the mystery.
"I think," said Edith, "that we shall have to give it up
until daylight. Of course we don't want to go on, and we
haven't light enough here to feel sure that we have looked
thoroughly.
''We may ·as well go back to old Dan's camp under the
ledge there," said the Unknown. "We won't find a better
place. They'll have a fire and it will be warm and comfortable there."

'rhey returned soon afterward and were very pleasantly
received.
The evening was spent in talking about the Klondike
and its wonderful gold mines.
All the prospectors were anxious for information, and
they put all sorts of questions to the boys and listened to
the marvelous tales of the Unknown, who doubled the
value of every find they had made.
At about 8 o'clock almost all rolled themselves in their
blankets and lay down to sleep under the shelter of the
rocks.
Edith and Dick were among the number, but Ned was not
ready for bed then, and remained talking to a young prospector, who was doing guard duty until half past 10.
Just as he made up his mind to try for a little sleep he suddenly missed the Unknown.
He was not among the sleepers, nor was he to be found
among the dog teams, nor anywhere else.
Ned was perplexed, but not as much as he might have
been, for this was an old trick of the Unknown's, and it
always meant something.
.As soon as he was certain that the detective was actually
missing he woke up Dick and drew him away from the
camp.
"What .in thunder is the matter now?" asked Dick, rubbing his eyes sleepily.
"Zed's gone!"
"Where?"
"Don't know."
"At his old tricks again?"
"Evidently."
".Ne<l, he's struck something."
"That's what."
"Know what I think?"
"I can't read your thoughts, but I know my own."·
"My idea is that the Unknown has struck the gold robbers' trail."
"That's mine."
"Then we must strike his, for I won't have him running
these big risks alone."
"Not much! It won't do at all. What in the world would
we do if we were to lose him ?"
'rlus was a possibility not pleasant to think about.
After a little further conversation the boys determined to
start out after the detective, leaving Edith asleep under the
rocks.
So Ned lighted the lantern, and they walked to the
mouth of the canyon. 'rhe cold night air and the exercise
drove away all feelings of sleepiness. The boys were thoroughly on the alert by the time they had reached the canyon.
"No sight of the Unknown," remarked Dick, and yet do
you know I'm sure he must have come back here."
"I can't imagine where else he would go."
"There's no other place, o.£ course. He thinks the robbers
are around here somewhere, and his scheme is to locate
them while w~ are asleep."
They were still talking when they reached the placr.
where the trail vanished.
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Ned fl.ashed his lantern against the massive wall of the
canyon just as he had done a dozen times before, when all
at once he saw a man standing with his back against the
rocks, facing them.
It was the one-eyed Mr. Butters. He put up his hand
and touching his forefinger to his lips, made a gesture for
silence, at the same time pointing up to the rocks on the
other side.
Ned's rifle was up the instant he saw him, and, although
he knew better, the man's manner was so earnest that he
instinctively turned his head, Dick doing the same.
Two rifle shots brought him to his senses. Wheeling
around, Ned was ready to fire at Butters in less than two
seconds, but there was no Butters to fire at. The one-eyed
man had disappeared.
"Hold on, Dick! Don't you move till we know where
wc are at!" breathed Ned, extinguishing the lantern.
Several shots were fired, striking the rocks around them.
But the boys were in the shadow now, and they did no
damage.
After a moment the echoes died away, and once more
all was still.
"This is a bad job," breathed Dick. "What shall we
do?"
"If we move we'll be laid out sure."
"It looks like it! What fools we were not to have jumped
on that fellow while we had the chance."
"Y{e didn't have the chf).nce."
"Yes, we did."
"I say no!"
"Why, we might have jumped· on him before he fired
at us."
"The one-eyed man?"
"Yes; who else?"
"He never fired at us at all, Dick."
"Are you crazy? Of course he did."
"Tell you he didn't. Those shots came from the top of
the bluff on the other side. He warned us against themthat's what."
Dick refused to believe it, but Ned had been too attentive to the whole occurrence to admit that he was mistaken,
for he knew he was not.
While they stood there talking in whispern and uncertain what to do, a low whistle was heard above them, and
looking up, they saw the one-eyed Mr. Butters standing on
a ledge about forty feet up from the bed of the canyon.
He was gesticulating violently, pointing toward the big
white boulder near which the trail of the gold robbers disappeared.
"He wants us to go there," breathed Ned. "Don't you see
he has no gun."
"That's right! Give him a call."
"No, no, no! I've got an idea that he is working with us."
"Impossible, Ned!'~
"I can't help thinking so. It has come over me all at
once that it is so. Let's do what he wants, and go to the
rock?"
"Turn our backs on him? Not on your life."
"Go, go!" Butters seemed to say as far as the rapid movement of his pointing finger could be understood.

"I'm going !" said Ned, decidedly. "That man is for us,
and I know it."
And Ned sprang for the white rock.
Dick followed him. The expected sho1s did not come.
They now turned and looked back at the one~eyed man.
He was still standing on the ledge; they could just distinguish him in the dim light.
His finger now took a semi-circular motion. It seemed
as if he wanted them to go in behind the rock.
Now this was something the boys had not done before,
for the rock was close to the wall of the canyon and they
had never dreamed of any opening being there.
Yet there it was. No sooner had they passed behind it
than they perceived a broad break in the wall of the canyon
nearly the width of the rock, but not high enough to be
visible above it.
"A cave!" breathed Dick.
"And wide enough to take in sleds, dogs and everything
else," said Ned. "We've solved the mystery. This is the
way they went."
".Are we going into that hole?"
"I am."
"It's as much as our lives are worth."
"All the same I'm going to try it, and I'll bet you what
you like the Unknown has gone in ahead of us."
"Where's the one-eyed man now?"
They looked back but could not see him.
It was quite evident that the one-eyed man had accomplished what he set out to do, for he had disappeared off the
ledge.
"I don't like it for a cent," said Dick. "If it was only
Butters I wouldn't so much care; but who were the fellows
who fired the other shots? They saw us, too, and they'll be
on the lookout for us, you may be very sure."
·
"Whoever they are they were on the other Eide of the
canyon. If we stand fooling here it will give them time to
get around."
"All right," said Dick desperately. "Here we go; if you
are bound to risk it I won't hold back."
"Shall we light the lantern?"
"We've got to if we don't want to break our necks."
Ned lit the lantern and fl.ashed it into the opening.
He immediateley saw that it was no cave they were
looking into, but a vast rift in the rocks, cut off from the
main break in the mountains by a wall pierced by no other
opening than this.
They hurried through and immediately found themselves in the rift.
It was not over te.D. feet wide, and the walls extended up
to the full height of the mountain. There was snow on the
ground which had driven in between the walls, and upon it
the trail of the dog sleds could be distinctly seen.
"By gracious, we've struck it!" cried Dick. ''We've got
the trail again."
"We can thank Ben Butters for that."
"Is the man working with us? I declare it loolis so."
"Didn't I tell you so? Come on." _
They now hurried forward, anxious to see tlie end 0£ this
strange adventure. The floor of the rift immediately be-
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gan to ascend. If it kept on so it was evident that it would
take them to ihe top of those mighty bluffs which lie to
the east of White Horse rapids.
It was a ticklish· business.
The boys traveled on in silence.
To say that they were not afraid would be anything but
the truth, but they were brave enough to keep straight on
in spite of their fears.
At every step they expected to hear the ring of a rifle and
to have shots come whirling down upon them; but nothing
of the kind happeneed.
They toiled on up, keeping the trail of the dog sleds in
sight all the way, and at last they reached the top of the
bluffs and came out upon a broad tableland, covered deep
with snow and stretching as far as the eye could reach,
broken here and there by great heaps of boulders piled
one upon the other.
It looked for all the world as if some great giant had
picked up a handful of these huge rocks and strewn them
about on top of the bluff.
For a few moments the boys stood staring around in
silence.
Ned had extinguished the lantern immediately upon
c9llling out on the level, for the clouds had now passed
• and the stars were shining with the usual marvelous
beauty of the Arctic night.
"I don't see a soul here," said Ned. "I was hoping that
our one-eyed friend would be al:iout."
"If he's a friend let him prove it now,'' replied Dick.
"There's the trail all right, though. "He showed us
that."
"So he did; but why?"
"Oh, you can imagine any reason-mine is just as good
as yours."
"I suppose; but I'm willing to find the trail at any cost."
"And ain't I?" replied Ned. "Don't I feel thoroughly
called down by our loss? It ain't so much the gold~ Dick,
but we set out to guard it and see it safely through to
Juneau, and-well, we failed, and, what's more, the Un1."llown tells the truth when he says it is all my fault."
"Speaking of the Unknown, look here,'' said Dick pointing down to the snow.
"Footsteps running alongside the trail !"
"Yes, and fresh ones. Can the Unknown have been
here?"
"It looks like it."
"Don't it! I'll bet you what you like those are his footprints. They are just about the size of Zed's feet."
"We are right in it all around, then. But come, let'!'!
get un and see where this will end."
"It's going to end around the other side of those rocks,
and don't you forget it. I expect to see a cave there."
"A cave! Nonsense!"
"No nonsense about it. I mean a hut, of cour-se. Don't
you know that prospectors have been digging here and
there all along the line between Juneau and Dawson for
the last few years? Whenever they located, as a rule, they
built themselves a hut. Of course most of such diggings
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did not pay, and even those that did have been abandoned since the great rush to the Klondike came on."
"I shouldn't think there was a ghost of a chance of making a strike on top of these bluffs."
"Well, it does not offer any very great promises, and
tl:ut's a fact; but still, some one may have tried it here. My
ic1ca is that Den Butters is the man, and-by gracious
there he is now!"
A low whistle was heard behind them at the edge of the
tluff. They looked around and saw the one-eyed man
coming slowly toward them over the snow.
"That's him," said Young Klondike.
"Sure! He moves slower than molasses. Can there be
~nything the matter with his legs?"
"He walks like a man who was all played out."
"Don't he! See, he's doing the finger act again. That
signal !1'eans for us to stop."
The boys stood still and waited, but they held on to their
rifles and had them all ready for trouble in case.it came.
Evidently Ben Butters realized how they felt, for he held
up both hands as a sign of his peaceful intentions, and to
show that he was not armed.
"So you did take the hint at last," he said as he drew
near. "Say, you were confounded slow about it. Came
near paying the price, too. You didn't see them Injuns up
on top of the bluffs?"
"What do you want with us?" asked Ned coldly. "You're
a nice kind of a man, you are."
"So help me heaven, I'm an honest man," cried Butter:;.
"Young Klondike, you saved my life. I'd have starved and
frozen only for you, and I want you to understand I did not
rob you of your gold."
"I wish you could make me believe it," replied Ned.
"I'm ready to change my opinion, but the fact remains, my
friend, you came with the rest who did the robbery-isn't
it so?"
"It is. When a man is perishing in the snow, don't he
foel like taking any help that comes along?"
"Was that your case?"
"Yes, sir. I was half frozen. I fell asleep and tumbled
off the load and wasn't able to get out of the drift."
''We went back to look for you, but we couldn't find you."
"Because I was already found. I was pulled out before
you could get there, and I had to chime in with them fellers. They'd have killed me if I hadn't."
"Is that it ?"
"It is."
''You seemed to keep right in with them when the robbery was done, too."
"For the same reason. They were watching you, Young
Klondike; they saw their chance and took it. They knew
who you were and what you had with you; they made up
their minds to get it and did, but I couldn't help going at
it with them; if I had refused there'd been a knife at my
heart quicker'n scat. Do you believe me, or don't you?"
"I believe you," said Ned, accepting the hand which Ben
Butters held out.
The one-eyed man shook hands energetically.
"You're. a man and a gentleman," he said, "and I'm
going to help you to get your gold back."
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"Can you do it?"
"I can . .It's all my doing that they are here; I held
them back all I knew, and when we found that you were
very likely to overtake us, I was determined you should
have at least a chance to get back the gold."
"Where are they nov ?"
''Within half a mile of this place. I used to mine it here,
and that's the way I came to know about it. I says to
Xick Nivens, let's go into my old ranch and stop for a
couple of days and give Young Klondike a chance to pass
us, that's what I says; and so they done it, and then I cut
away and came down to the canyon to watch for you."
"Have you seen our friend to-night?" Ned asked.
"Him with the big boots?"
"Yes."
"No, I haven't."
"How about my men?"
"Two on 'em were traitors, Young Klondike. It was
hem as gave you away."
"I suspected it ! And Charley Coons?"
"They've got him with them. He pretends he's going to
·me their band; but he's only playing it on 'em. Give him
chance and you'll soon see."
"That's Charley, all over," said Ned. "I knew I could
epend upon him. Now then, Butters, make your words
ood. Show us this gang. I suppose this man Nivens you
peak of is the leader, ain't he?"
"That's what he is, and as tough a scoundrel as ever went
nhung: Oh, I can show 'em to you all right, but of
ourse you can't tackle 'em now."
"We'll see about that."
"You might. You're full of pluck. Where's boots and
he"' lady?"
"Never mind about them. You do your part. I supose you stand ready to help us if it comes to a fight?"
"Do I ? Don't I ? Just you trust me and see ?"
"I'm ready whenever you are."
"I'm ready now. Come on. All you've got to do is to
ollow the trail, and I must say that you couldn't have
ome at a better time, for it's my opinion that all hands is
retty well pickled about now. They were laying in the
sh at a great rate when I came away."
"Then that's just our chance," said Dick as they started
long the trail.
"What do you think now?" whispered Ned. It was safe
speak, for Ben Butters was a little in advance.
"It looks straight enough."
"He certainly seems sincere."
"That's what he does. Let him look out for himself if
e isn't. I don't think I shall' stand much nonsense from
im to-night. But we want to look out sharp, Ned."
No one realized this any better tha.n Young Klondike
imself, and his eyes were everywhere as they hurried on.
Ben Butters led them over among the loose boulders, just
' Ned had predicted.
A light burned in the window, but no guard was to be
en, and after they had watched a few minutes Ben Butrs declared there was none.
" I believe they are all drunk and asleep," he said.
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"Wouldn't it be a good time to go for 'em, Young Klondike? Don't want to urge you none, but--"
"But you think a bold rush would do the business," said
Ned. "Well, so do I."
"Y ou'v~ taken the words right out of my :Q!_outh, boss."
"Have I? Well, there's something more to me than
words. I'm ready to take our gold right out of that hut.
Dick, what do you say?"
"I'm witli you, Ned."
"You, too, Butters?"
"Of course, thet's what I'm out for," replied the one-eyed
man.
Ned examined his rifle. "Ready!" he said.
'rhey moved quietly upon th~ hut.· Creeping up to the
hut, Ned peered in.
There was a blazing fire upon the stone hearth, and
~round it the toughs lay sprawled out.
All hands were apparently sound asleep, and some were
snoring and making themselves very distinctly heard.
"Now," breathed Young Klondike, laying his hand on
the latch.
He flung back the door.
The noise awakened one or two of the toughs, and they
started up.
"Gee whiz ! It's Young Klondike," one shouted out.
Ned, Dick and Ben Butters held the interior covered
with their rifles.
"You want to surrender, boys!' called Young Klondike.
"J've come for the gold, and I mean to have it if I shoot
down every man in this hut!"

CHAPTER VII.
OFF WITH THE GOLD.

Young Klondike's determined action did the business
for the moment.
"Out of the hut, every mother's son of you," he shouted.
"l'll give you till I count three to skip."
All hands were up by this time. Charley Coons sprang
ever to the door, shouting:
"Let 'em have it, boss! Let 'em have it!"
.As he passed· Andy he dealt him a stunning blow between the eyes, which sent the treacherous dog driver
sprawling on the floor.
This was the signal for the fight to begin.
Nick Nivens made a rush for Ned, who instantly fired.
So did Dick and Ben Butters.
At the same moment a gust of wind came sweeping down
the chimney; the interior of the hut was filled with smoke
and the light extinguished.
"I'm shot!" yelled Nivens, and there was the sound of
a fall.
In the darkness it was hard to see what was happening>
!JUt the rush to the back door could be heard plain enough.
Young Klondike led off in another round.
What damage it did it was impossible to tell, but as the
smoke cleared away Ned found that they had the hut to
themselves.
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"They're gone!" he cried.
"Drive 'em! Drive 'em!" shouted Charley Coons. "Drive
'em, boss, while you've got the chance."
'rhey ran through to the back door, the man Andy
<>rawling out by the front when he saw his chance.
So much for a little pluck and determination.
'l'his gang of toughs had been driven away from their
~ums--every rifle was in the hut.
Most of the men were half drunk or it would not have
l>een so.
They stopped outside on the snow a little way from the
nut and called back all sorts of uncomplimentary things at
the boys.
"Fire!" yelled Ben Butters. "Blow the blasted robbers Lo
blazes."
Ned and Dick let their rifles speak again and the thieves
:started off on the run.
Some were so drun~ that they could scarcely go, and
two tumbled down among the boulders.
"Don't one of you dare to show your face here!" shouted
Ned. "It will be death to the man who does it-that's all."
They returned to the hut.
"By gracious, you've done it, Young Klondike! You've
done it!" cried the one-eyed man.
"I knew I could," replied Ned. "Now, then, where's the
geld?"
"In the dog shed."
"We want to be off with it, and we'll take the dogs, too,"
said Dick.
"It's death to those men if we do," replied Ned. "How in
the world will they ever get out of here?"
"What do you waste your time thinking of them for?"
<>ried the one-eyed man. "Are the blame thieves entitled to
;;my consideration? I say not."
"Perhaps they ain't; still I don't want to put them in a
:position where they must starve to death."
"You are too considerate by half. 'l'heY. won't have any
)f;uch mercy on you if they ever get you foul, and don't yon
i'orget it."
"Ned is right," said Dick. ''We don't want to be barbar~ms. Now for the gold."
"Dick, you keep watch," said Ned. "Fire at the first man
·who shows his nose around the rocks."
Ben Butters led the way to the shed outside, where the
.C:.ogs could be heard yelping, having been aroused by the
:shots.
"Lie down there! r_,ie down and be quiet!" a voice was
·Jieard to say inside the shed.
"Thunder! There's someone inside there," breathed
Jed.
"Can't imagine who it can be," whispered Butters. "I've
~ ccounted for all hands, unless, though, it is Andy. He
crawled out the front way."
"Probably that's who it is," said Ned. Throw open the
.Coor, Butters. I'm good for Andy, I guess."
Butters obeyed, when out came tlie dogs with a rush.
To Neel's amazement they were liarnessed to one of th-~
sJeds, and on that sled all the box'es of gold were piled, and
en top of the boxes sat the Unknown, holding the reins in
()lle hand and the dog whip Wi the other.

"Hooray! Whoa, January!" he shouted. "By the Jumprng Jeremiah, I'm a boodler, for I've captured the boodle!
No waiting in this shop! Get aboard, there! Holler for
D;ck! Off we go!"
"You old rascal! What brought you here?" cried Ned,
immensely delighted.
"l\Iy legs, dear boy!" They did the business. Ye gods
and little fishes, but they're good ones! All aboard for
Juneau! You've done the toughs up brown, but I'd hav'3
snaked the gold out in ten minutes, anyhow, even if you
hadn't come. Get aboard!"
"Hold on! · Give us a chance to get hold of their rifl.e3,
Thon't you?" said Ned, for the Unknown, in his impatienc ~,
kept cracking his whip and the dogs were jumping abont
at a great rate.
"Rifles! Oh, yes! Rifles, by all means! Scoop in all
you can, Young Klondike; only huny up and shoot the re3t
oi the dogs. We don't want to give them fellows a chance
to follow us-not much."
But Ned, moved by feelings of humanity, inwardly
Yowed he wouldn't do it, although Charley Coons and th?.
one-eyed man openly sided with the Unknown.
Dick now came running around the hut and in a moment
the rifles were loaded on top of the boxes. All hands got
en the sled then. Dick and Ned sprang up on the load
by the Unknown, Butters and Charley Coons standing 011
Lhe runners and holding on.
'l'he Unknown cracked his whip and away they went,
flying.
As Ned looked back he could see Nick Nivens and tho
man Tom standin~mong the boulders looking at them,
"atching as they whirled away.
Ned had his way, and the dogs belonging to the oth~r
sJed had not been harmed.
Some may think Young Klondike foolish to insist on
lrnving the toughs the means to follow, but there can be
no question that Ned did just the right thing.
The common law of humanity should be observed under
all circumstances.
It would have been more human for Young Klondike to
have shot down every one of the thieves than to have left
them without the means of getting out of this terrible
country.
And Ned felt rewarded for his action when he received
the hearty approval of Edith on his return to the cam1)
under the rocks.
"You did just right," she declared. "It would have been
barbarous to have left them without dogs. Don't you mind
what anyone says."
But Charley Coons and the one-eyed man had a great deal
to say, in spit of Edith's remark.
"You'll regret it! You'll regret it!" Butters kept
growling.
"That will do," said Ned. "Now, then, no more about it.
IV c are going on the move at once."
This was the last.
Even the in-bound Klondikers had talked themselves out
on the subject of Ned's bold dash, and congratulations hn·1
been showered upon our hero for his bravery and plurk.
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The gold was repacked on the two sleas and Charley
Coons took his old place as driver and guide.
Ben Butters took the other sled.
Bidding the Klondikers good-by, our little party went
whirling through the canyons.
They saw nothing of the Indians who had attacked them
from the top of the bluffs, and nothing·of the gold robbers.
They were soon through the canyons, and morning founJ.
them running over the ice down the twenty-five mile river
run to Marsh lake.
Here there was less snow and a solid crust covered what
there was.
This made it easy going, and the dogs, under the inspiration of Charley Coons' trained hand, seemed to fairly fly
over the ice. Daylight found them at Marsh lake, and by
sunset they had covered the whole nineteen miles of its
length, and the six-mile river was done besides before they
even thought of going into camp for the night.
When they did it was on the banks of Tagish lake in a
thick cluster of fir trees with a hill to protect them on the
side toward the wirid.
Great boughs were broken off the fir trees, and dry wood
having been gathe1'Cd a roaring fire was built, the green
boughs making a loud crackling as they were thrown upon
the flames.
"This is just the spot for a camp,'' said Ned. "We'll
put in a jolly night of it here. We've got off with the gold
in fine shape. Let Nick Nivens and his gang catch us if
they can."
S0 supper was cooked in the big iron pot and shelters
were built of fir boughs, one for Edith and the other for the
two men and a third for the dogs and the Unknown.
The evening passed pleasantly, being enlivened by songs
fiom Edith, and Ned did some fine playing on his banjo,
having recovered it with the rest of his belongings at
ihe hut.
'rhe Unknown told how he had found the way to the hut
alone, and how he had sneaked into the shed and was on
the very point of driving the dog team out when he heard
Ned and Dick come up.
"I was watching you all the time, Young Klondike,'' he
declared. "Don't you forget it. I had my eye right on you.
If there had been the least danger of you're not being abfo
to down those fellows I'd have been right out with you, but
I knew well enough you'd do it, and so you did."
"You bet they did!" said Charley Coons. "Gee whiz,
boss, I never :felt so relieved in all my life as when I saw
your face there at the door."
So they talked the matter over and over until it was
thoroughly exhausted, and then Ned and Dick went on
guard and let the others turn in.
In spite of the fact that they had been up all the night
before the boys did not feel a bit sleepy.
Regular living and constant exposure to the severe but
healthy climate of .Alaska had made these boys as tough as
iron.
There was no amount of fatigue that they were not capable of enduring.
Edith and the Unknown were always ready to do their
share, but the boys took splendid care of Edith and would
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never allow her to over-fatigue herself, and ever since they
started out from Dawson City they had been parti~ularly
careful that she should get her sleep.
"Say, Ned, we've made elegant time to-day," remarked
Dick as they sat together by the fire. "If we continue to
have such weather as this it won't take long for us to put
it through to Juneau."
"How much further have we got to go?" asked Ned.
"Blest if I can remember."
"Nor I. These distances along the rivers and over the
lakes are always slipping out of my head. . Hold on till I
get out my map and have a look."
Ned had provided himself with an excellent map of the
Juneau trail before leaving Dawson City.
It was a home-made affair, sketched out by Pete Rowley,
an old-time Yukoner who knew every foot of the way, and
being absolutely correct in all its details was far superior to
any map money could buy.
"Let's see,'' he said, bending over the fire's light; "it's
nineteen miles to tte head of l~ke Tagish, two miles over
the Rainbow Crossing, that's twenty-one; then it's twentyfour to the head of Lake Bennett, that's forty-five, and one
mile to the foot of Lake Linderman makes forty-six."
"Gracious ! Are we as near Lake Linderman as all
that?" exclaimed Dick."
"'l'hat's what we are. It sounds as though we were almost to Juneau, but there's the terrible Chilkoot Pass to be
done yet. Let's see, forty-six I said. Well, it's six miles
over Linderman, and that makes fifty-two, and eight and a
half up to the top of the pass is sixty and a half, and
nine 9ver the pass is sixty-nine and a half, and that brings
us within six miles of Dyea, and-hold on, Dick, what
was that?"
Ned dropped the map and seized his rifle.
A shadow had passed in front of the fire.
It was only seen for an instant and then vanished among
the fir trees; but that instant was enough to show Young
Klondike that it was the shadow of a man.

CHAPTER VIII.
CAUGHT AT THE CACHE.

"Dick, that was a man!"
"It was, sure."
"What in thunder can it mean? It ain't possible that
it can be Nick Nivens and his gang caught up with us!"
"Oh, I don't believe it! I can't believe it. Hush! keep
a still tongue ! We'll wait and see if he shows himself
again."
They waited for fully ten minutes and saw· nothing.
"Hadn't we better call the Unknown?" whispered Ned.
"Perhaps we had. I'm afraid there's going to be trouble."
"By gracious, I hope not ! We've had trouble enough. I
did hope that it was going to be plain sailing from this on."
"All the same, we'd better wake Zed up. His advice is
always good, and if there is anyone sneaking about here
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he'd be sure to get on to the truth wl\,ere we might blunder
ahead and get into trouble before we h'Ilew it."
Ned started back into the shelter only to meet .with one
of those surprises to which the Unknown so often treated
them.
The big bearskin upon which the detective was supposed
to be sleeping was vacant.
The Unknown had crawled out from the shelter on the
other side, and his rifle had gone with him.
As usual, the detective had been on the alert.
"He's gone?" whispered Ned, returning to Dick.
"Then there you are-it was Zed we saw."
"Come on! Let's have a look! I can't believe that."
A low whistle sounded at that moment off among the
trees at some little distance away from the camp.
"There he is !" breathed Ned; "and he's calling us, too,
Zed has got on to something, sure."
"It looks so."
"Sounds so, you mean. Come on, come on."
"They hurried in the direction of 'the sound, coming
upon the detective in a moment.
He was standing at the top of the little hill under which
they had made their camp, and he held up his finger as they
approached.
"What is it?" whispered Ned, coming up.
"Look down there !"
"Where? I see nothing."
"You don't? Now wait. I do."
The detective was pointing down into the hollow on the
other side of the hill.
It was rather dark that night. For some time the clouds
had been gathering and now there was not a star to be
seen.
The temperature had risen and the wind was rising, too;
there was every evidence that another snow storm was hovering around them, although the boys had not realized this
until they came up on top of the hill where they could see.
"Zed, what is it?" asked Dick. "I'll be blest if I can see
anything. Was that you who passed in front of the fire
just now?"
"No, it wasn't."
"Ah!"
"Indeed, it wasn't, dear boy. I saw that shadow go in
:front of the fire. I was lying there awake listening to your
talk, when it came. You bet I was out here in a moment
and in time to see him, too."
"See who?"
"The Indian."
"Hello! So it was an Indian," breathed Ned.
"That's .what. There were two ·of them down there in
that hollow a minute ago."
"If there's two, there are more."
"Probably. By the Jumping Jeremiah, there'll be no
sleep in camp to-night until we have solved this mystery.
I tell you, Young Klondike, I don't like it for a cent, and I
oon't believe you do, either."
"Still we are in as good shape to fight Indians as any
party of our size can possibly be; look at all the spare rifles
we've got."

"That's right. We've got rifles enough, but-ha! there
he is again! Look, look! ':l'here by that clump of trees on
the side of the hollow."
"I see him!" said Ned. "A big buck six feet and over, a
tremendous fellow! There, he's gone!"
"No, no! There he is again," said Dick.
"It ain't the same one," declared the detective. "That's
the other. There, he's pulled in out of sight, too; now
you've seen them both."
"Do you think that's all of them?" asked Dick. "It
might be; you can't be sure that there's a band, just because you've seen two."
"You can't, eh? Look theI:e!" said Ned, pointing to the
other side of the hollow. "Of course you see wbat's going
on over there!"
It needed no glass to see what Ned had discovered. In
spite of the darkness the snow made it light enough for
them to see very distinctly a band of fully a dozen Indians,
standing motionless under the trees on the other side o E
the hollow.
They were dressed in long fur coats reaching almost to
their heels, with heavy fur caps on their heads.
Whether they were armed or not could not be told. They
seemed to be talking to each other earnestly, and every now
and then one fellow bigger than all the rest would gesticulate to one of those on the other side of the hollow. The gestures were returned., but what they meant could not be determined.
"Except that it's mischief," said the Unknown, as they
stood talking and watching. They are up to some dodge or another, and it all means mischief and an attack on our
camp.
"Hadn't we better harness right up and get out?" suggested Dick.
"And start the dogs barking? Oh, no! That would
bring them down upon us like a thousand of brick," declared the detective. "No; we won't do that."
"Do you suppose they've got dogs, too?"
"Who can tell? See them looking up at the sky. What
are they watching for? By the Jumping Jeremiah, this is
the most puzzling thing I ever ran up against. I can't
make it out at all!"
"
"They are watching for the moon to come out, that's
"hat," said Dick.
"They'll watch a long time, then," replied Ned.
"Don't you feel so sure," said the detective. "The clouds
are breaking a bit up there, and unless I'm greatly mistaken the moon will be out in a minute, and it does seem
ae though they were watching for it, too."
A few moments later the moon did come out for the
moment.
The instant it appeared the larger band of Indians ran
swiftly across the snow to the middle of the hollow, where
tbere was a pile of rocks.
The other two came toward them from their side, moving
slowly over the snow.
"Why, they are pacing their way. What does it mean?"
muttered the detective.
"See them all looking down on the snow," said Ned.
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'·This business has got nothing to do with us. I'm sure
o.f it."
"It begins to look so," said the Unknown. "It certainly
begins to look so. They are following the shadow of the
moon-I mean those two-that's what they are about, as
~ure as fate."
"It's a cache," exciaimed Ned, suddenly.
Now, a cache is a place where provisions or goods have
teen buried, for in Alaska it is quite a common thing for
tiavelePs not wishing to be burdened with their effects b
bury them, with the intention of returning later to dig
thclIJ. up.
Such hiding places are called caches, and they are usually
marked in some way, often plain enough for anyone to
detect them, at other times by some secret sign.
Ned jumped at the conclusion that this cache must have
been described to the Indians, and that it was marked by
the shadow of a certain big fir tree thrown when the moon
was at her full.
"I wouldn't wonder a bit if you was right," said the detective. "They are hunting a cache-that's just what they
are about."
"See, they've found the place," said Dick. "They are
driving a stake in the snow."
It was all very interesting, but the boys naturally wanted
to know what it had to do with them.
After the stake had been driven the Indians turned anu
hurried away, and although neither Ned nor his companions relaxed their watch all night they were seen no more.
They did not venture down into the hollow, for they did
not like to leave the camp, but after breakfa~t, which was
served at six o'clock, they le.ft Charley Coons to look after
the dogs, and all started off to go to ·the stake.
·
"That's a cache, sure," said Ben Butters, "but howeve!°
the reds came to get onto that shadow business beats me."
"They were on to it all right, though," said the Unknown. "If you had seen them measuring it off you'd have
thought so."
"What do you suppose can be buried there?" asked Edith.
":Mebbe it's provisions."
"Or gold," suggested Dick.
"I've no idea it can be gold," said the detective. "Much
ruore likely that Brother Butters is right, and it's simply
grub."
"Are we going to mg it up?" asked Edith.
"Hardly. It would take us all day."
"If I thought it was gold I'd put in all the day, or all
the week at it," said Butters, and he was going on to say
more when Dick suddenly stopped short, whispering:
"Hist! IIist! They are at it now!"
It was not yet light; of course it would not be until after
ten o'clock, but the clouds were gone and the moon shone
out bright, so there was no trouble in looking down into
the hollow, for they had now come to the top of the hill.
The Indians were there-as many as tw-enty of them.
They had cleaned away the snow all around the spot
where the stake had been driven and were now piling wood
<1n the ground, with the evident intention of starting a fire
to thaw out the frozen earth.
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"Say, they can't know that we are here," said Dick.
"They'd never do that if they did."
"Perhaps they know and don't care," said Edith.
"All I know is I saw one of those Indians near our fire
last night," declared the detective positively.
"It seemed as though they must know," said Ned. "We
can't do anything ·now unless we want to fight."
As no one was spoiling for an Indian fight just then they
still watched and waited.
The Indians started a roaring fire over the place wB.ere
the stake had been driven and then quietly retreated into
the woods.
This seemed a curious move. Time passed and they did
not return. Daylight came and still nothing was seen of
them.
Meanwhile the fire had died down to a heap of smoldering coals.
Ned stood this as long as he could, and then declared that
he was going down to investigate.
"If you go I go, too," said the Unknown. "You needn't
tlimk you are going to take all the risk of capture, Young
Klondike."
"Zed has spoken for me," said Dick.
"And for me, too," declared Edith.
"Say, I wouldn't muss with this business," drawled Ben
Butters. "Suppose we start right off on the move."
"Vote on it!" cried Ned. "All in favor of moving say
'Aye!'"
"Aye!" said Ben Butters and Charley Coons.
"Contrary minded, 'No!'" cried Ned.
"No!" "No!" "No!" Edith, Dick and the Unknown
ell gave their vote with a determination which would
ha1·e settled the business even if Ned had not added his.
"Butters, you and Charley go back to the sleds and get
everything ready," said Young Klondike. "We are out for
adventure and mean to have all there is going.'
"Oh, say, come now, I don't mean to funk," Butters
drawled.
"Nor I, either," said Charley.
"Nobody accuses you of that," said the Unknown.
"Somebody has got to look after the dogs, and it might as
well be you two as anyone else. Anyhow, it's settled if
Young Klondike says so. He's the boss."
This conversation took place at the camp. Soon after
Ned led the way back to the brow of the hill, leaving Buti.trs and Charley behind on guard.
There were no Indians in sight. The hollow was utterly
deserted. For a long time they watched the smoke curling
up from ·the coals in the bottom of the hollow; the coast
seemed ·perfectly clear.
"It's all right-right as the mail," declared the Unknown. "Let's make a move."
"All down in a bunch?" asked Dick. "I say no."
"And I say double no," declared the Unknown. "Let's
divide; two of us will go down on one side and two on the
other. The signal for Indians discovered will be a whistle;
if they come for us, by the Jumping Jeremiah, we'll do
some tall talking to them with our rifles-that will be a
language they can understand."
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It was Edith and Dick and Young Klondike and th.;
Unknown.
'l'he latter took to the fir clump on the right side of the
r.ollow. They saw no Indians when they got down opposite
1.he fire, and at last they ventured to walk out toward the
supposed cache.
The fire had about burned out and the ground under it
seemed to be pretty well thawed.
~foyond the cache was a pile of loose boulders, just the
y1lace for Indians to hide.
''I don't like that," said the Unknown, pointing to them.
"We ought to have got a sight in behind those rocks before
"e Game here."
"Pshaw! I don't believe there's any danger," replied
Ned. "Just think how long we've been watching andheavens! We're in for it as sure as fate!"
Out from behind the boulders a band of a dozen or more
lndians sprang.
Some were armed with rifles and some with bows and
arrows.
They opened fire on Ned and the Unknown, and at the
same instant a sharp whistle coming from the direction of
Edith and Dick told Ned that they had struck Indians, too.
"Run for your life!" shouted the Unknown. But Ned
stopped to fire.
Before he could get his rifle to his shoulder an arrow took
him in the right wrist, wounding him slightly.
His rifle fell among the coals, and in stopping to recover
1 it ~ ed stumbled and fell.
Hefore he could recover himself the Indians were
upon him.
With fiendish yells some seized poor Ned and held him
Fisoner, while others sent shots and arrows flying after the
Unlmown, who, with his tall hat on the back of his head,
was running for the timber at top speed.

CHAPTER IX.
THE TOTEM OF THE BEAR.

1

It was a complete call-down for Young Klondike.
Here he was a prisoner in the hands of a band of some
fifteen Coppermine Indians, as ugly a collection of savages
as one could ask to see.
They clustered about him, jabbering away in their own
language.
One seized his rifle, others went through his pockets, and
1.o make matters worse, while this was going on Ned, to
his utter dismay, saw Edith and Dick being dragged into
the hollow by ten more savages.
This was worse and worse. Young Klondike heartily
wished that he had voted no instead of yes, but it was all
too late for vain regrets now.
"Don't say anything," whispered Ned, as Dick passed
near him. "J~et me do the talking. We may work out of
this snap yet."
"White boy no ma1ee heap talk," growled a big buck.

"Comashee, he boss, he do talkee. White boy hold him
tongue."
"Wnat does Comashee want?" asked Ned, quietly. ''We
are friends to the Indian. We don't want to make war, we
want to make peace."
He rightly judged that the big buck was Comashee himself. There was nothing to be gained by getting excited.
Ned looked at Edith, and as far as outward appearance
went the brave girl was as cool as he was himself, but Comashee made no answer to Ned's fine speech.
The prisoners were now hurried off behind the boulders.
As soon as they had rounded the rocks Young Klondike
saw what a great mistake be bad made.
Here the land sloped down abruptly into another hollow,
a1 the bottom of which was an Indian village. Some twen~
Ly tepees of poles and skins were there, which, owing to
their peculiar situation, had been perfectly hidden from
the higher land above.
A number of ugly old squaws and a great number of dogii
~nd children came rushing out to meet them.
The dogs barked and the children yelled and shouted. Peeping out of the tepees they could see younger
women, who seemed afraid to show themselves to strangers.
It was a trying moment. Ned thought that the dogs
would tear them to pieces, for they sprang upon them,
barking furiously, but their conductors roughly ordered
them back and took the prisoners into a large tepee, whee.;
they were left to themselves, but in the most uncomfortable
situation possible, being tied up to the poles of the tepee
with hands bound behind them. They could sit there 0n
the snow and move a little sideways, but they could not rise
<'r in any way help themselves.
"White boys stay here," grunted Comashee, "and while
g!r1 stay, too. Ugh! Ugh! Bimeby we make heap big fire!
Bimeby white boys and white girl help make heap big fire.
Ugh! Ugh!"
Having indulged in this pleasant sentiment, Comashee
&nd the other Indians left the tepee.
"Well, this is a great start," groaned Dick. "No one ever
need call me lucky after this."
"Don't fret about it," replied Ned. "Dick, it's a bad business, but there's going to be a way out of it. I'm sure l
ain't making any mistake."
- "That's right; be hopeful, Ned,'? said Edith. "As for me,
I was so glad to find you alive after all that firing that I
ha>en't given a thought to my own danger, and I don't
propose to, either. We've been in tight places before and
have managed to get out of them, and I am jus.t as sure us
you are that we shall manage to get out of this."
There is nothing like being hopeful in a time of trouble.
Ned Golden had always made this his rule, and it had
s&ved him a lot of needless worry. Still, it must be confessed that there was nothing very hopeful about their present situation.
Edith did not seem to undertsand the allusion of the
Indian to the big fire which they were to help make, but
Ned and Dick understood it only too well.
It meant torture-the worst kind of torture.
The Coppermine Indians of Alaska are lt cruel, barbarous race.
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Torture by :fire is one of their favorite methods of disfOsing of white prisoners.
Unlike their brethren in the United States, they do not
scalp their white prisoners; they burn them at the stake.
"Don't say a word, Dick," Ned breathed in his companion's ear, so quietly that Edith, who sat at some little di:.;tance from them, did not hear.
Dick took the hint and held his tongue.
Ned then told the story of his capture.
Dick's story had already been told.
The Indians had pounced upon them suddenly, as they
were moving down among the :fir trees.
Dick's theory was that they must have been hiding
among the trees, for he and Edith found themselves sur·
rounded before they knew it. They did not have time to
:fire even one shot.
"Seems to me the Unknown might have stood by you
better," said Dick, as they sat there talking. "It ain't a bit
like him to cut and run the way he did."
"I don't blame him," replied Ned. "He saw his chance
to escape and he took it. For my part I'm glad he got off.
I-fe couldn't have helped me any, and I'm sure he can do
us all more good as it is than if he had stayed."
The short !Season of daylight passed rapidly and darkness
found Young Klondike and his friends still prisoners
in the tepee.
It was awful to sit there on the snow in the cold.
Yet fortunately it was warm for Alaska, the thermometer
sf anding at a little above zero.
'rhey were dressed for this sort of weather and were able
lo endure it.
If the cold had been some :fifty degrees below, as it often
was, they would have perished where they sat.
All this time there seemed to be great excitement going
on in the Indian village.
The smell of roasting meat was very much in evidence
r11 the afternoon. The bucks were coming and going, the
children shouted and the women screamed shrilly to each
th er, the dogs keeping. up an incessant barking, of course.
All this puzzled Ned greatly. He could not make hea<l
or tail of it. What puzzled him more was why the Indians
·a. not attack their camp and steal the dogs and the gold.
With Edith and Dick he discussed this over and over
gain, but without coming to any conclusion. All through
he long hours they had seen no one excepting when now
nd then a papoose would look into the tepee. •
About :five o'clock, when the noise and confusion seemed
o be at its height, the skin flap of the tepee was suddenly
brown aside, and to .Young Klondike's immense amaze1ent in walked Ben Butters, followed by a big buck.
It was not Comashee, and Ned did not remember to have
en him before.
The Indian stood in the doorway and growled out someing which Butters seemed to understand well enough,
nd what suq.1rised Ned still more, he answered him in the
dian language, which naturally set him to wondering if
e one-eyed man had turned traitor.
Ben Butters soon set these suspicions at rest.
"JTowdy, Young Klondike,'' he said. "Howdy, Mr. Dick.
fas Edith, don't you despair. We're all watching you, and
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we mean to rescue you. 'rhe Unknown says cheer up and
be brave. We'll help you, but it can't be done just now."
"Does he understand what you are saying?" asked Ned,
suspiciously, at the same time pointing to the "buck."
"Not a word. Don't you worry. Now, listen to me, for
my time is short here and I've got to say it all in a minute.
Let Nibsin watch you-he'll have to take it out in watching, for he don't understand a word that's being said."
"Tell us what you're driving at, and tell it quick,'' said
Ned. "You must see what a bad job this is for us."
To this the one-eyed man replied in the following re·
markable speech, which we give in full, because it will
enable us to go right on with our story, and tell of the
l:ighly interesting events which happened later.
"Look here, Young Klondike, the time has come when I
can show my gratitude to you and yourn. This here ain't
my :first trip to Alaska. I was up here with a fur trading
party ten year ago, and got mixed up with the Copper mine
Injuns. I lived among them for two years, and that's the
time I got acquainted with Nibsin. I did him the biggest
kind of a favor then. I saved his life and rescued him from
the Thlinkit Injuns and got my eye shot out doing it. It's.
a mighty lucky thing for you that he happens to be with
tLis band now. It's going to save you from a terrible death,.
ond nothing else would save you-you can just bank on
that."
"Meaning by Nibsin, this Indian here?" asked Ned.
"Meaning nobody else,'' said the one-eyed man; "but
don't you interrupt me, boss. I've risked my life coming
dc·wn here to talk to you. The Injuns think I'm going to
bu) you off, and that's why they let me talk."
"BU pay any amount to get off. Fix it up with them at
once."
"Can't be did, boss. The more you was to offer 'em the
more they'd want. It ain't no sort of use, and don't you
forget it. They'd take every ounce of the gold you've got,
and your dogs, and your grub, and all your belongings, an1
then they'd burn you to the stake to-night at the ghost
dance, just the same."
"Good heavens! Is that what they mean to do with us?"
gasped Edith, greatly alarmed.
"You ought not to have said it,'' exclaimed Ned. "Bdith,
I was keeping that from you."
"Oh, I don't want anything kept from me," .said Edith.
"If that's what we've got to come to, why, we must make
the best of it. Go on, Mr. Butters. I'm wild to hear what
·
you've got to say.
"I wish you would let me say it," replied the one-eyed
man. "Now, hold your horses, Young K12ndike, for your
safety depends upon it, and Nibsin may call me out of here
at any moment."
Nibsin growled out something as his name was mentioned. Ben Butters answered him, and then went right on
to say:.
"These here Injuns all belong to the totem of the bear.
Mebbe you don't know what a totem is, so I'll have to tell
you that it means a sort of family relation. Some Injuns
belong to the crow family, some to the snake family, some
to one and some to another, but always named after some
bird or animal. Them's what they call totems. These here
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Injuns all belong to the totem of the bear, and once a year
they have a dance, which they call the 'Great Bear' or
ghost dance, and they believe that the spirit of their god
takes the form of a bear and comes to them, and besides
tLat they believe that the bear god will be twice as sure to
come if they burn a few white men during the dance, and
if they burn a white woman he's dead sure to come. So
you see where you are at, Young Klondike, and if Nibsin
was to guess I was telling you this he would drive a knife
into my heart quicker than scat."
"And is that what we've got to face?" groaned Dick.
"That's what it is," replied Butters. "Never you mind.
I ain't a-going to desart you, and you needn't worry a bit
about the dogs or the gold er none of them things of yourn.
They're as safe as though they was in the Bank of California, as far as these Injuns are concerned."
"I wish you'd explain that," said Ned. "I'm ready to
face the music, and I know it's a big thing to have you come
end tell us all this. We are prepared for the worst now
and--"
"Hold up, Young Klondike. Don't you get to talking;
if you d:i we shan't never get through. What's that, Nibsin?
l'm most done? Yes, he'll give you all you want."
Butters laughed and winked at Ned as he rattled off a
lot of Indian talk to the buck.
"He thinks I'm making a bargain with you," he explained. "You see, boss, they would no more dare to go to
our camp than nothing at all, for the place is tabooed, and
no Coppermine Indian ever goes nearer to it than Nibsin
M:nt last night, when you saw him pass in front of the fire.
If we'd have stayed quietly there we would have been perfectly safe."
"By tabooed, you mean they think it's haunted ?'.r asked
Dick.
"It amounts to the same thing. I'd have to explain the
whole Injun religion to make you understand it just as it
is, but they won't go there nohow, and that's right, and all
on account of the taboo."
"What's to be done? What's to be done?" broke in Ned,
ver:r impatiently, for he was beginning to get tired of Ben
Butters' slow way of talking.
"Wait till to-night. We'll show you."
"Meaning you and the Unknown?"
"Yes. I-now, then, Nibsin; now, then, keep your shirt
on. I'm most through the palaver, old man."
But N"ibsin had grown very impatient at so much talk in
>V ords that he could not comprehend.
"Heap talk! Heap talk!" he growled, catching Butters
by the arm and dragging him out of the tepee.
And Butters could not help himself.
"Don't despair. We'll be with you on time!" he called
1-ack, and then he vanished with his story but half told.

able visit of Ben Butters, but this did not serve to brighten
up the situation any.
The fact was the situation was about as black as it
could be.
The only thing that brightened it in the least was the
perfect faith they felt in the Unknown's shrewd.ness.
"He'll get us out of this snap somehow," declared Ned.
'·You may be sure it was he who sent Butters down here
when he found out that he could come safely."
"Do you suppose Butters has gone back to camp again?"
asked Edith.
"I'm very sure he has. From what he says there ain't
much doubt of it.
Ned hit it off right. Butters had gone back to the camp.
He had humbugged the Indians into believing that h..:
wai:. working entirely in their interest.
Many of th.em knew him well, and Ben Butters had no
difficulty in making the bucks believe that he would harness the dogs and drive all Young Klondike's possessions,
the million in gold and all the rest of it, down into the hollow as soon as the ghost dance began.
But this Young Klondike did not know until later on.
It was nearly six o'clock when the turn in Young Kiondike's affairs, so long watched for, at last came.
Faint from hunger and almost perishing with cold, our
prisoners sat there on the snow, tied to the stakes of the
tepee in a pretty despairing frame of mind, when all at
once a strain of wild music was heard outside, and into the
tepee came bursting three or four big bucks, very much
under the influence of firewater.
'rhey slapped Ned and Dick familiarly on the -back and
hept nodding and smiling at Edith, while they untied their
bonds.
Comashee was not with them. Ned tried several on English, but nobody seemed to speak it, or if any did they would
not own up.
There was nothing to do but to take things as they came,
and Ned tried to put on as smiling a face as possible, laughing when the Indians laughed, and making friendly signs.
'l'his was while they were being led up out of the secon'.l
hollow into the first, where the stake had been driven, followed by the whole Indian band, dogs and all.
Ned now realized how mistaken he had been in ever supposing that this was a cache.
He saw that the object in building the fire was simply t0
clear away the snow to give the Indians a chance for the
great dance to which Ben Butters had alluded.
If Ned had only known more about the Indians of Alaska
he would have understood that this was the famous ghost
dance of the Coppermines.
There are many families or clans among the Copper
mine Indians.
Each is named after some bird or animal, forming a clan
or totem, as Ben Butters had tried to explain.
The totem of th.m clan was that of Hoorts, the great bea:r,
CHAPTER X.
and this was the annual dance in honor of the bear god.
THE GREAT GHOST " DANCE.
On this occasion the Indians, after filling themselves up
For nearly two hours Young Klondike and his f~fiow with a kind of native gin, distilled from the juniper berrie<;
which grow everywhere here, indulge in a sumptuous feast,
:prisoners were left alone in the tepee.
This gave them plenty of time to talk over the ·remark- and then the dancing begins.
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Prisoners to be burned as a sacrifice to the bear god are
always made guests of the feast.
All this Ned did not understand, nor were Dick and
Edith any better posted.
So when they were given places around the hollow in th{;)
snow, where great pieces of roasted meat were placed, all
hot and steaming, on wooden platters, they fancied a change
for the better had come.
There was no reason why they should not have been thns
deceived. They were handed pieces of meat by nearly
eYery Indian in the party, and they did their best not l0
cffrnd by refusing to at least taste them, although it wou.id
have been quite impossible to have eaten half of what was
given.
Ned did all he could to make himself agreeable. It
didn't work, though. The Indians would not have it so.
Even Comashee refused to talk, so they at last droppcrl
into silence and listened to the Indians as they rattled away
to each other, receiving the bones and pieces of meat, tasting them and flinging them over their shoulders-it wns
all they could do.
"What on earth does all this mean?" Dick whispered to
Ned at last. "Do you think there is any truth in what Ben
Butters said?"
"About the sacrifice?"
"Yes."
"J thought so before Butters ever said it. I think so
Eiill."
"But would they feed us up this way if they meant to
'
kill us?"
"Why not? It may be part of their ceremony."
"A confoundedly uncomfortable ceremony, then. We
are full now. If we could only make a break."
"Dick, are you mad? It would mean sure death. They'd
be down on us before we'd gone a hundred yards. I tell
you, there's no use thinking of it. We've got to take our
ch1mces and trust to the Unknown."
"I do trust him. He has never failed us yet, and I don't
believe he is going to do it now."
":Right. Look at Edith. How quietly she takes it all."
Edith sat on the opposite side of the fire among the
women, where she was receiving the same treatment·as Ned
and Dick.
At last the feast was over, and Comashee arose and made
a long speech, of which the boys, of course, could not understand a single word.
All listened attentively, and when the big buck had finished speaking they broke out into a wild shout, and: all
spr:inging up, made a rush for the place where the snow
rad been burned off, the location of the supposed cache.
Around this an immense pile of dry brush wood had been
collected. Ned saw this, and felt a thrill of horror as three
stakes were driven into the ground under the bed of coals,
which had been left smouldering.
Around these stakes stones were piled, which held them
firm and kept the fire from reaching them.
The critical moment had almost come.
It was of no use now for th.a prisoners to think of escaping, for each was held by two bucks, who stood watching
all these preparations in grim silence.
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The next proceeding was another speech, and a very long
one, by the buck who had come into the tepee with Ben
Butters.
When it was over all the Indians set up a series of diabolical howls and fiendish yells, and forming a ring, began a
mad dance around the stakes and the prisoners, who still
remained standing with their guards, not daring to move.
Suddenly the clouds broke and the moon came out in nll
h · glory. Young Klondike saw that the shadow of a large
fir tree on the other side of the hollow was thrown right
across the line of the stakes.
The Indians now formed themselves in a row along the
line of the shadow, and falling on their knees bent their
heads down until they touched it. Then, springing up
again, they formed their line around the stakes, and remained motionless.
The time had come. Ned, Dick and Edith were led up to
the stakes anc1. all three were firmly tied.
A.round them the brushwood was piled, all the Indians
lending a hand to the work.
As stick after stick was thrown down Young Klondike's
spirits sank lower and lower.
It began to look as if help was not going to come.
Then the gTeat ghost dance began.
By the light of the moon the Indians commenced a wild
dance around their prisoners, shouting and gesticulating
and working themselves up into a perfect frenzy, until some
fell down unconscious, foaming at the mouth and acting
like persons in epileptic fits.
~till the mad dance was kept up by the others and every
now and then all eyes would be turned toward the long
shadow cast by the fir tree.
They "C'emed to be expecting to see some ghostly appearance in that direction.
Ned thought or what Ben Butters had said about the
spirit of the Hoorts, the great bear.
Of course he knew little of the traditions and customs
of these Coppermine Indians or he would have understood
all the tricks of the wily medicine man and have known
that one of them with a bearskin thrown over his shoulders
znd the bear's head drawn down over his face would be
pretty certain to appear at the base of the long shadow at
i.li e proper time.
But Ned was thinking of everything but this. His
thoughts were of'the old times in New York, of his journey
to the Klondike and his wonderful success at gold digging.
He expected to die-yes, fully expected it. There seemed
to be no hope of rescue-no possible chance of escape.
Of what use was all the gold now? Cheerfully Ned
would have exchanged the million he was guarding on this
foarfol journey to Juneau for his own life or for Edith's or
Dick's, for it is only just to Young Klondike to say that he
thought more for the safe~ of his companions than for
himself.
''Look, look!" whispered Dick, suddenly. ''Look, Edith!
Look, Ned! Look over by the fir tree." ·
Hoorts was coming.
Ned could see a bear standing on his hind. legs walking
slowly toward them, with his forepaws o.utstretched over
the snow.
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CHAPTER XI.
THE NICK NIVENS GANG AGAIN.

The moment the Indians caught sight of the bear a great
shout went up.
Instantly a dozen flaming torches were applied to the
boughs piled around the stakes.
"Too late for help now," gasped Edith. "Good-by, Ned
-good-by, Dick!"
The brave girl spoke as calmly as though she was about
t~ start off on some ordinary pleasure trip.
Ned was too much overcome to speak at all; poor Dick
stood there, white-faced and silent, too.
The flames crackled, the smoke rose around them.
Through it Ned could see that the Indians had fallen on
their faces in a half-circle around the burning pile. Men,
women end children all took this psoition, their heads
toucl:ing the ground, and beyond the circle, still following
the line of the shadow of the fir tree, Ned could see the
bear advancing with giant strides.
There was a moment of anxious suspense and the bear
came up to the burning pile.
"HeaYens ! We are saved!" gasped Ned. "Look, Dick!
Look, Edith ! See the boots ! ''
Who could mistake the Unknown's boots?
Not Ned-not Dick-surely not Edith! There they
were under the bearskin.
Stepping right over the burning rim of brushwood, the
C!etective was at Young Klondike's side.
"Don't say a word, don't make a sound," he whispered.
"Just follow me!"
He drew a knife from under the bearskin and cut Ned
:free from the stake. The kneeling Indians set up a wild,
unearthly song, but they never changed their positions or
opened their eyes.
Poor, superstitious creatures! They believed it would be
death to look at Hoorts, the bear god, and it was just this
r,uperstition which saved Young Klondike and his friends.
Seizing the knife from the detective, Ned cut Dick free
and Dick did the same for Edith.
"Follow me," breathed the Unknown, -"but on your life
don't attempt to run or show the least haste."
He stepped over the burning brush and passed out of
the smoke.
Ned, Dick and Edith followed.
Looking back Ned felt sure that he saw Comashee
slightly raise his head and squint one eye at them.
This was all the notice that was taken, however.
The wild song continued.
Hoorts the bear, alias the Unknown, led his prey along
the line of the shadow toward the forest.
As they approached they could see Ben Butters and
Charley Coons standing in the shadow of the trees with
their rifles raised.
It would have been death to any Indian to have interfered with them then.
As they drew nearer still they saw an Indian tied to a
tree. He was a big, burly fellow, with a necklace of bear's
claws and teeth hanging about his throat.

"It's the medicine man," said the Unknown as they came
within the line of the trees. "We laid for him, and by the
Jumping Jeremiah we captured him and I took his place.
Ye gods and little fishes, ain't I glad it's all over and you
are safe ! Remember one thing, Young Klondike, you have
Ben Butters to thank for it all."
"Yours truly," said the one-eyed man. "I didn't live
two years among the Coppermines for nothing. Run for
your lives now! If we can only get on the level ground
before they know they've been deceived we are safe!"
And didn't they run? It is safe to say that no one ever
covered ground faster in that wild part of the world.
The dog teams were all ready and the instant they
reached them all hands took their places and off they flew
over the snow-covered surface of Lake Tagish.
"Of course we travel all :night,'' said Edith, as the sled
went t<pinning along over the crust.
"We most certainly do," replied Ned, and then they all
fell to discussing their startling adventure.
Ben Butters told how it was part of the programme for
the medicine man to carry off the prisoners from the stakes
as soon ns the fire was lighted, the superstitious Indians believing that the bear god took them to his den far back
-among the mountains, and there devoured them.
"That's what I was working on all the time,'' he went
on to say. ''We laid for the medicine man and got him.
In no other way could your lives have been saved."
"Don't you suppose the chiefs know it's all a fake?"
asked Ned.
"Why, certainly they do, "replied Butters, "but they keep
their--hold on the tribe by pretending to believe. It wouldn't
surprise me a bit if Comashee suspected that our friend
the Unknown was not the real medicine man; but even if
he did he never would have showed it. he would ten thousand times rather have lost his pr!soners than to have exposed his band."
"The red snoozer ! By the Jumping Jeremiah, I got the
best of him," cried the Unknown. "Of course he suspected
me ! I saw him raise his head and wink at me, as much as
to say, 'Don't give me away and I'll not give you away.' Oh,
I vrns dead on to him, and he ,:was on to me."
They made the nineteen miles over Lake Tagish that
night, camping at the beginning of Caribou Crossing to
wait for daylight.
Here another delay came. Four of their best dogs were
taken sick with some strange distemper.
Charley Coons· declared that it came from eating the
bark of a certain tree and that the only cure was rest.
Be that as it might, it tied them up all that day and the
next night at the crossing.
On the following day the dogs seemed somewhat better,
.
and they started on slowly.
The delay had accomplished one good result. Provisions, which had been short, were now plenty, for Edith
killed a moose and Ned shot a caribou.
Besides this, Dick bagged two white Arctic foxes, whose
fur is so valuable. 'rhese were carefully preserved to make
a muff for Edith when they should reach Juneau.
That day it was the Caribou Crossing, two miles, and
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the le11gth of Lake Bennett, twenty-four miles, and up the
river, one mile, to the foot of Lake Linderman.
'They were now within a day's journey of Dyea, and if
the clear, cold weather would only hold until they could
c1'C>Ss the mountains by the dreaded Chilkoot Pass the success of Young Klondike's journey to Juneau was assured.
The ~ogs were still weak and seemed so much used up by
the day's exertions that six o'clock found our friends in
camp once more. After supper Edith, Dick and the Unknown went ,right to sleep, ~ed and Ben Butters keeping
watch.
The one-eyed man was a very intelligent fellow in many
things in spite of his rough ways, and Ned learned a lot
about this strange country from him that night.
• At one o'clock Butters turned in, and Dick came on
guard.
He seemed very sleepy, quite used up in fact, and Ned
stayed a while talking with him before arousing the Unknown.
It seemed just no use to try to get Dick wide awake,
while Ned, on the contrary, felt as bright as a new dollar.
"Go back to your bearskin, Dick," said Ned at last. "I
can put it through all night just as well as not, and tomorrow night you can give me an extra sleep."
Dick demmred at first, but finally yielded, and that was
tho way it happened that Ned and the Unknown found
themselves on guard together for the last half of the night.
They talked over old times, and the hours seemed to fiy,
for the Unh."llown was always interesting, espe9ially when
he came to talk about his trips through foreign lands.
He told Ned o"f the most marvelous adventures in the
Zulu country, and how he had been shipwrecked on the
African coast.
"It seems to me you ought to write a book about all
that," said Ned. "If I was in your place I would."
The Unknown gave one of his chuckling laughs.
"I'd do it if it wasn't for just one thing; Young Klon·
dike," he said.
"Which is what?"
"I'd have to give my name."
"l'shaw ! As though that would trouble you ! Haven't
you given a dozen false names a week ever since I knew
you? Why should you hesitate to put another on the title
page of a book?"
"But I would, though."
uzed, let me ask you one question."
"Ask a hundred, dear boy, if you want to. If I can I'll
answer them all."
"Why don't you tell your name?"
"Now, that's a leading question."
"I thought I should strike you hard. Of course, I don't
expect an answer."
"Hold on, Young. Klondike. You may not expect an
answer, but you are going to get it, just the same."
"I'm ready."
"It's a vow."
"I supposed so."
"Yes, it is, Ned. By the Jumping Jeremiah it really is.

I took a vow five long years ago that I never would tell my
name until I caught my man."
"Here we are, back at the same old starting point again.
Is there really any man?"
"Ye gods and little fishes ! Yes! There's one man!"
cried the Unknown suddenly, pointing off on the river.
There, near a wooded bluff, around which the river ran,
stood the solitary figure of a man.
"He was dressed in white fur from head to foot. No eyes
less sharp than those of the detective would ever have been
able to distinguish him from the snow.
"vVho can be be ?" exclaimed Ned, for there in that
trackless wilderness it was a wonderful thing to see a man
thus standing alone under the starlight.
He vanished even as Ned spoke, and once he was gone it
was difficult to realize that he had ever been there.
"Who can he be?" exclaimed the Unknown. "By the
Jumping Jeremiah,you have a short memory, Young Klondike! Can you ask it? Have you forgotten the white bearskin? If you have, then I haven't; oh, no !"
"Nick Nivens!" gasped Ned.
"Who else? J~et's go and see."
"And leave the camp unguarded?"
"Pshaw! It's safe. He's only the scout. We go toward him and can retreat on the camp mighty sudden if he
starts to come."
"Where would you go ?"
"Only to the top of the hill. See, we are on high ground
h!·re as it is. If we can make the trip up the hill, what's to
hinder us from seeing over the bluff?"
The detective hurried off, and Ned followed.. him.
Of course, the Unknown, who could never be quiet, kept
right on talking as they went up the hill.
"That's what all this delay has brought us to, Young
Klon~ike," he declared. "Oh, that's it, and don't you forget it. The Nick Nivens gang have been creeping steadily
up on us. What in thunder we are going to do I don't
know."
•'Fight 'em to the last," said Ned.
"Easier said than done. 'He who fights and runs away
may live to fight another day,' it is said; but he who has.
sick dogs and can't run is pretty sure to drop into the deep,
deep soup."
"Right you are ! There'll be a way out, though, never
you fear."
•
By this time they had gained the top of the hill.
It was a beautiful night to look off on that moonlight
scene.
In that clear, cold atmosphere they could see for an immense distance. At first it was hard to train the eye down
to any one given point; but the Unknown was soon able to
do it, and he pointed to the bluff.
"That's the place, Young Klondike," he said. "There's
where we saw him. Look and tell me what you see there on
the other side of the bluff."
"I'll be blest if I can see anything," said Ned.
"Wait. Don't jump at conclusions."
"Hold on; there .is something moving and-Great Scott!
You are right! It's the Tick Nivens gang again!"
A
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CHAPTER. XII.
THE FIGHT IN 1'HE CHILKOOT PASS.

What Ned saw was three white figures moving about over
the snow.
They were men dressed in the skins of polar bears, made
into great coats, which, with hoods, covered them from
head to foot.
Of course Ned had not forgotten those white coats.
It was beyond all doubt Nick Nivens' gang.
Having his powerful night glass with him, Young Klondike now turned it upon the moving :figures.
He was not able to recognize Nivens' face, nor could the
Unknown, for the distance was too great; but there could
be no doubt that this was the- same old gang.
"They've got their dog sleds hidden in there under the
bluff somewhere," declared the detective; "and the next
thing we shall find is that they've got reinforcements, too.
The thing for us to do is to light out as soon as possible.
Don't let's lose a minute. They've sized us up and calculate we mean to lie by till morning. That will give their
dogs a chance to rest, and you may mark it down with a red
mark that they mean to attack us just before we start."
"Who says we can't knock that plan silly," cried Young
Klondike. ''We'll start right now and give them the slip."
"The first part is all right, but I very much doubt if we
can give them the slip," said the detective. "More than
likely they've got someone watching us; but never mind.
We can only try."
Then they hurried back to camp, reaching it in a iew
minutes, for they were already half way down he hill.
There was great excitement when Ned aroused the sleepers and told what they had seen.
"I knowed they'd come," said Ben Butters. "I l_mow'd
it blamed well; don't you fret yourself, Young Klondike.
All the time we've been holding back they've been coming
straight on. You're guarding a million of gold, and they
haven't forgotten it-no, not much."
"They'll never get it, then !" cried Ned. "Harness p
quick, Charley. We'll go out of here kiting. Edith, don't
look so solemn. I know you are not afraid."
"Afraid! No, Ked. I'm only tired of all this struggle,
that's all."
"And you wish this journey to Juneau was over?"
.
•
"I do, most heartily."
are
they
as
dogs
our
"It won't be long, now. Even with
to
lots
got
We've
I believe we can distance those fellows.
Inthr:
from
escape
be thankful frr. Just thiuk of . our
dians. Think of the elegant weather we've been having.
The thermometer has hardly touched zero through it all,
and only one sn'tlw storm. Suppose we had been treated to
a spell of sixty degree weather, then w~ere should we have
been?"
"Ned's right," declared Dick. "We are going to pull out
of this all straight, too, and whatever happens, Edith, we
shall fight for you to the last."
"Ye gods and little fishes!" put in the Unknown. "As
though Edith couldn't fight with the best of us?"
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'.'Don't let anybody fret about me?" said Edith lightly.
"As long as I have my rifle I don't ask for any more. I
think we can hold out against twenty white coats, and if
necessary against more."
Now it was just because Young Klondike's party all
pulled together so well that they were so strong.
There wasrr't a coward among them. Even Charley
Coons, although perhaps not so much of a fighter as he
might have been, was as brave as a lion; but Charley
had all he could do to attend to the dogs.
Soon all was ready, and the start was made under the
starlight.
Their road was now the six inile run up Lake Lindeman.
They had scarcely covered the first quarter of a mile
when the Unknown, who was riding backward, called attention to the gathering clouds.
"There's going to be a snow storm, as sure as shooting," he declared. "What do you think about it, Charley?
Ain't I right?"
"It looks that way,'' replied Charley Coons. "I only
hope it won't catch us in the Chilkoot Pass."
"Our goose is cooked if it does,'' said Ben Butters gloomily. "Say, Mr. Detective, are you keeping a sharp lookout
for them fellers? My eyesight hain't as good as it used to
be, and I won't guarantee to ee them if they come."
"No to the first and yes to the second,'' replied the Unknown. "I am keeping a first-class look out and I won't
admit that our goose is cooked even if a snow storm does
catch us in the Chilkoot-by the Jumping Jeremiah, there
they come !"
"Where?" cried Ned. "I don't see anybody."
"Look sharp, dear boy ! Get the sand out of your eyes.
I say there they come."
"I see them !" cried Edith.
"So do I," said Dick, pointing. Catch that line of trees
with your eyes, Ned, and you'll spot them. There, do you
see?"
"I do ! There's two sled loads of them."
"Right you are," said the Unl'llown quietly, "and right
I was. They've been reinforced."
"W a'al, neow, there's more or less toughs scattered all
along the line," drawled Butters. "From the talk I heard
them make, I felt afraid of this. You know I told you so,
Mr. Detective, and I don't often go wrong."
As they :flew on they continued to watch their pursuers
with intense interest.
As near as Ned could make out, there were twenty of
them, ten on each sled.
Their dogs seemed to be in .first-class condition.
Slowly but surely they were gaining on the Klondikers.
It was only a question of time when there woula have to be
a fight.
"Faster! Faster, Charley!" cried Ned. "Make those
dogs hook it ahead even if you kill them."
"The more haste the less speed, boss," replied Charley.
"I'm getting the best time possible out of them as it is, and
I'll be blamed if I can do any more."
Still Charley cracked his whip and did get a little better
speed out of his dogs.
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As the morning wore on they seemed to hold their own. been lost in these dreadful snow squalls which. swoop sudThe length of Lake Linderman was covered, and the denly down upon the Chilkoot Pass.
ent of the mountains began.
It was decided to let the dogs rest for half an hour ; but
Now the scene was strangely altered. The last stage of before the time was up the squall struck them.
e journey to Juneau had begun. Our Klondikers were
All in a moment the air was thick with whirling flakes,
the ascent of the dreaded Chilkoot Pass.
and just at that unfortunate juncture the two sleds of the
From this point it was eig'ht miles and a half to the sum- Nick Nivens' gang were seen coming up the slope.
it.
"There they come ! We've got to make a stand for it!"
A terrible climb at all times of year, the Chi:lkoot Pass cried Ned. "Charley, how about the dogs?"
winter is something to be dreaded beyond measure; but
"Blame it all, we can try them, boss !" ,cried Charley
r party were more than favored as far as the weather and cracking his whip.
e conditions of the trail was concerned.
The dogs responded, and seeing that they were again
The snow had formed a firm, hard crust over which the in shape to start all }J.ands jumped upon the sleds.
ogs were able to pull the heavily loaded sleds with perfect
'l'hrough the whirl of snow Nick Niv;ens saw them at it.
ase.
Instantly a dozen or more rifle shots came whizzing toward
Still it was hard climbing for all that, and to follow the them.
indings of the trail in and out among the great ledges of
"Duck ! Duck !" yelled the Unknown, and duck .they did
ck was often dii:lcult and at all times dangerous.
and just in time, and then up again, and Edith, Ned, Dick
Of course the enemy was now entirely lost sight of.
and Ben Butters sent shots flying back, but the snow had
They were still a good mile and a half behind-perhaps so closed in upon them that no damage was done.
little more.
On they flew, and .then another accident happened. ConYoung Klondike still had strong hopes that they would fused by the snow, Charley Coons took the wrong turning,
able to make the summit of the pass. Here there was a and without 1."llowing it they drove the sleds into one of
lay house where they had stopped and"had a battle with the blind leads between the cliffs which make the Chilkoot
e Indians on their journey to the Klondike.
Pass so dangerous.
Ned thought it quite possible that they might meet a
"Surrender, there! Surrender ! We are going to run you
arty there on their way to Forty :Mile or Dawson City with'
·and annihilate you !" a man could be heard shouting
don
load of provisions. Even if it was not so, the relay ho11s_e
behind them.
ould furnish some protection, as the walls were pierced
"That's Nick .Nivens, gol bust him!" said Butters.
·th portholes for rifles. A few determined fighters could
··re goes for another shot !"
"}
Id the relay house against a small army for a long t.ime.
·,+fly, and Edith and Ned did the same.
''Look sharp to your trail now, c!harley," .shid YQJ• I
1:.-iouu yelping behind them was the answer. One of the
londike. "Don't you lead us off into some b1ind trap:':
The warning was needed, for the trail up this side of the dogs had been hit; they could hear Nivens and his men
h.ilkoot Pass is particularly blind at all times-especially swearing; but it was impossible to tell if the progress o"f th0
winter. There are rocks here and rocks there, with va- sleds had been checked.
"Hit 'em again!" cried the Unknown. "Let 'em have
ous passes in between them. A mistake might be fatal;
another dose !"
t Charley Coons was supposed to know.
They fired again, being all on the rear sled· now in order
For the first three miles up the mountain all went
to lighten up Charley's load, and before the echo of the
10othly enough.
They were now fairly in the pass and making as good shots had died away a louder yelping broke out.
"Another dog done," chuckled the Unknown. "By the
e as could be expected, when all at once the two foreost dogs, who had been showing no particular signs of Jumping Jeremiah, we'll kill them off dog by dog unlesswhoa ! Whoa ! Stop there, you blame brutes ! Whoa!"
tigue, stopped and lay down.
It was too late ! A fearful mistake had been made.
In a moment all the rest were in confusion. It took all
Right ahead there was a descent of fully fifteen feet, and
arley Coons could do to quiet them.
The Unknown, who was driving the _provision sled, over it Charley Coons had driven his dogs with the heavy
opped his team and all got off and gathered around the sled loaded down with the gold, and the Unknown, unabia
to stop his team, went down, too !
ed dogs.
Carelessness, of course; it was nothing else. Charley
"It's no use, they're played," said Charley. "They'll
Coons ought to have looked sharper, and he deserved a
ver pull this load no further unless we let 'em-rest."
Here was trouble No. 1, and trouble No. 2 quickly fol- worse fate than overtook him.
'The speed with which he drove over caused the sled to
ed.
Suddenly the sun was obscured, the gathering clouds keep it's upright position, and down it went without overturning; but the dogs came down all in a heap and such a
re sweeping over the entire sky.
"That means bad business," said Ben Butters. "There's yelping you never heard.
Unable to stop his team, the Unknown drove over, too,
ing to be a snow squall, sure."
This was really serious business. Ilundreds of lives had and managed to tumble off in the going. He broke through
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the crust, and, sinking in the drift, was buried up to the
neck.
. The. sled was overturned, but Young Klondike, Dick,
Edith and Ben Butters managed to keep on top of the
crust.
It was '\ell that they did, £or Nick Nivens' sled was close
upon them:
·
Nick saw his danger, and, standing up on the sled, pulled
the dogs with all his might.
The two leaders went over and hung down over the bluff.
"Cover them!" cried Young Klondike.
Up went the rifles.
"Stay where you are!" sliouted Edith. "Stay where you
are or we fire !"
It was doubtful if Nick Nivens could obey the command. ;He had all he could do to hold his dogs.
"You gol-busted snoozers ! You've got to surrender!" lie
yelled. Shoot 'em down, boys! Let 'em have it. We want
that million in gold!"
"Get it if you can!" cried Young Klondike. "Fire !
Give it to them if they don't go back !"
The rifles spoke then on both sides .
It was the final struggle.
Two more dogs were shot\ Nick Nivens fell wounded, but
the shots of the toughs did po harm.
Realizing their perilous position, and seeing their leader
fall, the toughs picked him up and retreated to a safe distance.
This gave Young Klondike just the breathing spell he
needed.
He and Dick pulled the Unknown out of the drift and
the sled was righted.
It took a moment to get the dogs right in line, and then
down the hill they flew.
"I know the way, now!" cried Charley Coons. "I've
been caught in this trap before."
Heaching the bottom of the slope, he turned and was
soon in the main pass, and the ascent begun again.
Here they fully expected to hear more of Nivens and his
gang, but they didn't.

Whether the leader of the outlaws was killed or n
Young Klondike never knew.
Certain it is that they saw no more of the toughs, and i
due time they reached the relay house, where they passe
a watchful night, but were not disturbed.
The storm cleared away a little after sundown, and ne
morning early the journey to Juneau was resumed.
The descent out of the Chilkoot Pass was easily acco
·plished, and in due time our friends reached Dyea, an
from there went on to Juneau, where they arrived safe a
sound.
When they drove up in front of Miller & McKinnon
Hotel people came running from all sides to see them.
They could scarcely believ-e that Young Klondike and h
party had driven down from Dawson City, for never befo
had a woman attempted the terrible winter journey
Juneau.
Thus Edith became the lion of the .town, so to speak, a
when the people qiscovered that the famous Young Klo
dike was among them and had brought down a milli
from the diggings, their excitement knew no bounds.
Ned bore his honors meekly, and while pleasant an.cl co
dial to all he told his business to none.
As it seemed hardly worth while to brave the dangers
the return journey until spring, Ned proposed that th
take the gold down to San Francisco themselves.
To this all hands agreed, and they shipped it in tl
steamer Abyssinian, and after as pleasant a voyage
could be expected at that season of the year, sailed safe
through the Golden Gate.
In San Francisco Young Klondike found himself even
greater lion than he had been in Juneau, but he could n
rest long there, for his interests in the Yukon country we
far too great.
So early spring found Ned again ready to return to tl
Klondike, where he met with a series of i;idv.e ntures eve
more startling than any thi;ough which he had yet passed.
Dick, Edith and the Unknown went with him, and th
next story of this series, entitled "Young Klondiker
Lucky Camp; or, Working the Unknown's Claim," will te
of their further doings in the land of gold.

THE END.
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VALUABLE · INFORMA!fION ON EVERY SUBJECT.
Price Only
No, 1, Napoleon's Oraculum and Dream
Book.-Conta;..&1g the great oracle ot human
destiny; also tin true meaning or almost any
kind ot dreams, tog.,ther wi'h charms, ceremonies, and eurions games of cards. A complete
book. Price 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey,
publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 2. How to Do 'l'ricks.-The great book
of ma~ic and card tricks, containing full in·
etrnct1on of all the leading card tricks of the
day. also the most popular maj!"ical illusions as
performed by our leading magicians; every boy
should obtain a copy of this book, as it will both
amuse and instruct. Price 10 cents. Address
Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Strnet,
New York.
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flirtation are fully explained by this little book.
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fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtat.ion,
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ment ot fiowers, which is interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be hapJiY without one. Price 10 cents. Address Frank
y~~~~y, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New
No. 4. How to Dance is the title of a new
and h andsome little book jnst issued by Frank
'l'ousey. It contains ;un instructions in the art
of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at
parties, how to dress, a.ml full directions for
calling off in all poi:rnlar square dances. Price
10 cents. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street, New York.
No. 5. How to llfake Love.-A complete
guide t,o love, courtship and marriage, giving
een•ible advice, rules and etiquette to be observed, with many curious and interet!ting
things not generally known. Price 10 cents.
Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No. 6. How~" Become an Athlete.-Glving
full Instruction for the use or dumb bells, In·
dian clubs, parallel bars, horizontal bars and
various other methods of developing a good,
healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can become strong and healthy
by following the instructions contained in this
little book. Price 10 cents. Address Frank
Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New
York.
No. 7. How to Keep Illrds.-Handsomflly
illustt·ated. and containing full instructions for
the management and training of the canary,
mocking-bird...._ bobolink, blackbird, paroquet,
parrt>t, etc. J:"rice 10 cents. Address Frank
Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New
York.
No. 8. How to BecO<Re a Sclentlst.-A useful and instructive book, giving a complete
treatil!e on chemistry ; also, experiments in
acoustics, mechanics, mathema•ics, chemistryJ
and directions for making fire-works, colorea.
fires, and gas balloons. This book cannot be
equaled. Price 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey,
publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 9. How to Become a Ventriloquist.By Harry Kennedy. 'l'he secret given away.
Every intelligent boy reading this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting
multitudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the art, and create any
amount of fun for himself and friends. It is
the greatest book ever published, and there's
millions (of fun) in it. Price 10 cents. Address
Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Stre.,t,
.
New York.
No. 10. How to Box.-Tbe art of self-defense
mad.e eflsy. Containing over thir ty illustrations
ot guards, blows. and the different positions of
, a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of
these useful a.net instruetive books, as it will
teach you how to box withouL an instru ctor.
Price 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 11. How to Write Love-Letters.-A
most complete iittle book, containrng full directlons for writing love-letters, and when to use
them; also giving specimen letters for bot.h
r,oung and old. Price 10 cents. Address Frank
Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New
York.
No 12. How te Write Letters to l,adies.Gi ving complete instructions tor writing letters
lo ladies on all subjects; also letters of introdnotion, notes and requests. Price 10 cents.
Add<"ess Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.

10 Cents

Each.

No. 13. How to J>o it; or, Book of Etlquette.-It is a great life secret, and oue that
every young man desires to know all about.
Send 10 cents and get it. '!'here's happiness in
it. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West
26th Street, New York.
No, 14. How lo Jllake Candy.-A complete
band-book for making all kind• of candy, icecream, syrups, essences, otc., etc. Price 10 cents.
Address Frank To1:1sey, publisher, 29 'vVest 26th
Street, New York.
No. 15. How to Become ltich.-This wonderful book presents you with the example and
life experience of some of Uie most noted and
wealthy men in the world, including the selrmade men of our country. The book is edited
by ono of the mos1. successful men of thA present
age, whose own example is in itself guide enough
for those who aspire to fame and money. The
book will gi\•e you the secre~. Price 10 cents.
Address Frank '1'ousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No. 16. How to Keep a Window Garden.Containing full inst.ructions for constructing a
window garden e~ther ia town or country,
and tha inost appro,·ed methods for raising
beautiful flowers at home. The most complete
book ot the kind ever pubiished. Price 10 cents.
Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No.17. How to nrcss.-Containing full instruction in ~he art of dressing and appearing
well at home and o.broad, giving the selections
ot colors. material, and how to have them made
up. Price 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey,
publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 18. How to llecome Heautiful.-One of
the brightest and most valuable little books
ever given to the world. Everybody \vishes to
know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book and be convinced how to
become beautiful. Price 10 cents. Address
Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 \\"est 26th Street,
New York.
No. ,19. Frank Tou sey's United St,.t.e• Distance Tables. Pocket Compau ion aad Guide.
-Giving tbo official distances on all the railroads of the United ::!tates and Canada. Also
table of distances by water to foreign ports,
hack fares in the principal cities, reports of the
census, etc., etc., making it one of the most
complete and handy books published. Price 10
cents. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street. New York.
•No. 20. How to ICntertain an Evening Party.-A very valuable little book just published.
A complete compendium of games, sports, card·
diversions, comic recreations, etc., suitable for
parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It con·
tains more tor the money than any book published. Price IO cents. Address Frank Tousey,
publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 21. How to Hunt and Flsh.-'l' he mos,
complete hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full Instructions about guns.
hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing. together with descriptions of game and fisht
Price 10 cent.a. Address Frank 'l'ousey, publish·
er, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 22. How to Do Second Sigllt.-Heller'a
second sight explained by his former assistant,
Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician
and the boy on the stage; also giving all the
codes and signals. The only authentic explana·
tion ot setJond sight. Price 10 cents. Address
Frank 'l'ousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street,
New York.
No. 23. How to 1r.x1>lain Dreams.-Everybody dre:i.ms. from the little child to the aged
man anli woman . This little bGok gives the ex·
planation to all kinds of dreams, together with
lucky 1<nd unlucky dl\ys. and "Napoleon's Oraoulum." the book ot fate. Price IO cents. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No. 24. How to Write J.etters to Gentlemeu.-Containing full directions for w1·iting
to gent.lemen on all subjects; also giving sam·
pie letters for Instruction. Price 10 cents. Ad·
dress Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No. 25. How to Become a Gymnast.-Con·
taining full instructions for atl kinds of gym·
nastic sports and athletic exercises. Embrac·
ing thirty-five illustrations. J3y Professor W.
Macdonald. A handy and useful book. Price
10 cents. Address Frank '}:ousey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street, New York.

No. 26. How to Row, Sail and Build
Boat.-Fully iilastrated. Every boy ehou
know how to rew and sail a boat . .l!' ull instr
tions are given in this little bot>k, together wl

!nstructions on s"Yimmin~ and riding, comp

ion sports to boatrng-. .t'rice lO cents. Addrc
FraRk Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Str
New York.
No. 27. How to Recite and Book of R
tl\tlous.-Containing the most popular s.,l
tions in use, comprising Duwh dialect Fre11
dialect., Yankee and Irish dialect pieces', togel
er with many sta.nrtard readings. Price !Ocen
Addreos Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 WesL 26
Street, New Yo.-k.
No. 28. How to Tell Fortunes.-E1·ery
is ~esirous of knowing what h.is rutui;e life w
brmg forth, whether happmess o~ miser
w~alt!> or povery. You cnn tell by a glance
this httle hook. Buy one and be conl'ince
'fell your own fortune. Tell the fortune of yo
friends. Price 10 cents. Address Frank To use
publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 29. Hn\v to necome an InventClr
Every boy should know how inventions orig1
ate .. This bo~k.explains tho.mall, giving exa1
pies m electr1c1ty, hydrauhcs, magnetism o
tics, pneumatics, n.ecbanics, etc., etc. '1'
most i11structive book published. Price 10 cent
.Address Frank 'l'ousey, publisher, 29 West 26
.iltreet, New York.
No. 30, Huw to Cook.-One of the most I
structive books on cooking ever published.
contains reeipes for cooking moats, fish, gam
and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and
kinds of pastry, and a grand collection of re
pea by one of our most popular cooks. Only
cents per copy. Address Frank Tousey, pu
lisher, 29 West 26th street, New York.
No, 31. How to Uecome a Speaker.-Co
taining fourteen illustrations, giving the diffl
ent positioas requisite to become a good spen
er, reader and elocutionist. Also containi
gems from all the popular authors of prose a
poetry, arranged in the most simple and co
cise manner po·ssihle. Price JO cents. A.ndr
Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Str
New York.
No. 32. Hew to Jtide a Uicycle.-Han
somely illustrated, and containing full dir
tions for mounting, riding and managing a
cycle, fully explained with practical illust
tions; also drections for picking out a ma.chi
Price 10 cents. Addreas Frank Tousey, pub!'
er, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 33. How to Behave.-Containing t
rules and etiquette of good society and thee
est and most appro-red methods of appearing
good ad vantage at parties, balls, the theat
church, and in the drawing-room. Price
cents. Address Frank Tousey, publisher,
West 26th Street, New York.
No. 34. How to Fence.-Contalning full
st.ruction for fencing and the use of the b
sword; also instruction in archery. Descri
with twenty-one practical illustrations, giv"
the beat positions in fencing. A complete
Price 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey, p
Iisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 35, How to Play Games.-A comp!
and useful little book, containing the rules
regulations of billiards, bagatelle, baokga
mon, croquet, dominoes, etc. Price 10 cen
Address Fraak 'l'ousey, publisher, 29 West
Street, New York.
No. 36. How to So'lve Connnd·r ums.
taining all the leading co11unC!rams of the d
amusing riddles, curious catches and witty
i-ngs. Price 10 cents. Address Frank 'l'on
publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 37. How to Keep Honse.-It contal
information for everybody, boys, girls. men"
women; it will teach you how to make aim
anything around the bonse, such as parlor
naments, brackets cements, reolian harps. a
bird lime for Cflt,ching hir,ds. Price 10 cen
Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West
Street, New York.
No. 38. How to Become Your Own Doct
-A wonderful book, cont.aining t1seful a
practical information in the treatment of er
nary diseases and ailments common to eve
family. Abounding in useful and effeotivere
pea for general oomplaints. Price JO centJ!.
dress Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West
Street, New York.

BOOKS THAT TELL YOU EVERYTHING.
}lo,. 39. How to Italse Dogs, ~'oultry, Pig
eon& and lia.bbits.-A use[ul and instructive
book. Handsomely illustrated. By lra Dro·
fraw. Price 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey,
publiaber, 29West26th Street, New York.
No. 40. How to l\Iake and Set Traps.-In·
eluding hints on how to catch moles, weasels,
ottel', rate, squirrels and birds. Also how to
cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Har·
rillgton Keene. Price 10 cents. Address Frank
'l'ousey, pr °'\Usher, 29 West 26th Street, New
York.
No. 4-1. The Hoye of New York End lllen's
Joke Hook,-CoRtainillg a great variety of the
latest jokes us~d by the most famous end men.
No amateur mmstrels is complete without this
wonderful little book. Price 10 cents. Address
Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street,
New York.
No. 42. The Hoya of New YoTk Stump
SpeakeT.-'-Containing a varied assortment of
stump speeches, Negro, Dutch and Irish. Also
end men's jokes. Just the thing tor home
amusement and amateur shows. Price 10 cents.
Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No. 43. How to Become a lllagician.-Contaimng the grandest assoctment of magical ilh1sions ever placed before the publie. Also
tricks with cards, incantations, etc. Price 10
cents. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street, New York.
No. 44. How to Write in an Albnm.-Con·
taining selected verses suitable for any time or
occasion. Also acrostics and valentines. Price
10 cents. Address Frar.k Tousey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street, New York.
No. 45. The Hoya of New York Minstrel
Gnlde and Joke llook.-Something new and
very instructive. Every boy should obtain this
book, as i~ contains full instructions for organizing an amateur minstrel troupe, and will cost
you but 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 46. llow to Make and Us" Electricity.
-A description of the wonderful uses of electricity. and elecwo-magnetism; together with
full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries etc. By George Trebel. A. M,h M. D.
Containing over fifty illustrations. .n-ice 10
cents. For sale by all newsdealers in the United
States and Canada. or sent to your address,
postage free. on receipt of price. Addre•s Frank
Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New
York.
No. 47. How tr. Break, Ricle, and Drive a
Horse.-A complete treatise on the horse. De·
scribing the most useful horses for business, the
best horses for the road · also valuable recipes
for diseases peculiar to the horse. Price lOcents.
For sale by all newsdealers, or sent, post-paid,
on receipt of price. Address Frank Tousey,
publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 48. How to Build and Sail Canoes.A handy book for boys. containing full direc·
tions for constructing canoes and the most pop·
ular man•er of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
By C. Stansfield Hicks. For sale by all news·
dealers in the United States and Canada, or
sent to your address, post-paid, on receipt of the
price. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street, New York.
No. 49 . .How to nebate.-Giving rules for
conducting debates, outlines for debates, ques·
tions for discussion, and the best sources for
procuring information on the quest,ions given.
Price 10 cents. For sale by all newsdealers in
the United States and Canada, or sent to your
addres_!. post-paid, on •ecei'\)t of the price. Address ~1"ank Tousey, pubbsher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
N·o . 50., How to Stuft'Hirds and Anlmal1;1.A valuable book, p:iving instn<etions in collect·
Ing, preparin!f, mounting and preserving birds,
animals, and msects. Pnice 10 cenhl. For sale
at all news-stands. or sent post-paid, on receipt
of price. Addr.ess Frank Teusey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street, New York.
No. 51. How to Do 'l'rlcks With Cards.Containing explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable to card tricks;
of card tricks with ordinary cards. and not re·
quiring sleight-of-hand; of tricks involving
sleight-of-hand, or the use of specially prepared
cards. B;r Professer Haffoer. With illustrations. Pr1ce 10 cents. For sale by all newsdealers, or sent, post-paid, to any address on receipt of the price, by Frank Tousey, publisher,
·
29 \Vest 26th Street, New York.
No. 52. How to Play Cards.-A com]Jlete
and bandy little book, giving the rules and full
directions for pla.ying Euchre, Cribbage, Cas·
sino, Forty-Five, JWunce. Pedro Sancho, Draw
Poker, Auction Pitch. All Fours. and many
other popular games of cards. · Price 10 cents.
For sale by all newsdealers in the United States
and Canada. or we will send it to your address,
free o! postage, on receipt of the price. Ad'dress
~ank Tousey, pu:blisher, 29 West 26th Street,
New York.

No. 53. How to \Vrlte 1.etters.-A wonderful little book, telling you how to write to your
sweetheart, your father, mot~eri sister, brother,
employer; and, in fact, everyooay and anybody
you wish to \>Tite to. l!:very young man and
every young lady in the land sho11ld have this
book. It is for sale by all newsdealers. Price
10 cents, or sent from this office on receipt of
price. Address Frank Tousey, . publisher, 29
West 26th Street, New York.
No. 54. How to I<eep and Manage Pets.
-Giving complete information as to the manner and method of raising, keepin(li, taming,
breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also
giving full instructions for making cages, etc.
Fully explained by 28 illustrations, making it
the most complete book of the kind ever pnb·
lished. fr!ce 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey,
publisher, 29 West 2lith Street, New York.
No. 55. How to Collect Stamps and Coins.
-&mtaming valuable information regarding
the collecting and arranging of stamps and
coins. Handsomely illustrated. Price 10 cents.
Foi;.sale by all newsdealers in the United States
and' Canada., or sent to your address, post-paid,
on receipt of price. Address Frank Tousey,
publishe~ 29 West 26th Street, New Yerk.
No. 56. How to Become an Engineer.Containing full instructions bow to proceed in
order to become a locomotive engineer; also di·
rections for building a model lqpomotive; to·
gether with a full description of everything an
engineer should know. Price 10 cents. For
sale by all newsdea.lers, or we will send it to
you, postage free, upon receipt of the price. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No. 57. How to makA llluslcal Instru•
ments.-Full directions how to make a Banjo
Violin, Zither, .lEolian Harp, Xylophone and
other musical instruments; together with a
brief description of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald!
for 20 years bandma.ster of the Royal Benga
Marines. Price 10 cents. For sale by all news·
dealers or we will send it to your address postpaid, on receipt of the price. Address Frank
'l'ousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, N. Y.
No. 58. How to be a Uetective.-By Old
King Brady, the world known detective. In
which he lays down some valuable and sensible
rules for beginners, and also relates some ad·
ventures and experiences of well-known detectives. Price 10 cents. For sale by all newsdealers in the United States and Canada, or
sent to your addresst post-paid, on receipt of
price. Address FranK Tousey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street, New York.
No. 59. How to Make a Magic Lantern.
-Containing a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention. Also
full directions for its use and for painting slides.
Handsomelf illustrated, by John Allen. Price
10 cents. 1' or sale by all newsdealers in the
United States and Canada, or will be sent to
your address, JlOSt-paid, on receipt of price. Ad·
dress Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 \Vest 26th
Street; New York.
No. 60. How to Become a Photographer.
-Containing useful information regarding the
Camera and how to work it; also how to make
photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other
TrausparenCtes. Handsomely illust-rated. By
Captam W. De W. Abney. Price 10 cents. For
sale at all news-stands, or sent, post paid, on
receipt of price. Address Frank Tousey, pub·
lisher, 29 West-26th Street, New York.
No. 61. How to Hecome a Bowler.-A
complete manual of bowling. Containing full
instructions for playiDg all tlie standard American and German games; together with rules
and systems of sporting_ in use by the principal
bowling clubs in the United States. By BQr•
tholomew .Batterson. Price 10 cents. For sale
by all newsdealers in the United States and
Canada, or sent to your address. postage free,
on receipt of the price. Address Frank '£ousey,
publisher, 29 West 26th N'ew York.
No. 62. How to Uecome a West Point
Jll ilitl'ry Caclet.-Contil.iningfall explanations
how to gain admittance, course of Study Ex·
aminations, Duties, Staff qf Officers, Post
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department,
and all a boy should know to P" a Cadet. Com·
piled and written by Lu Senanns, Author of
"liow to Become a Naval Cadet." Price 10
cents. For sale by e\' ery newsdealer in the
United States and Canada, or will be sent to
your address, post-paid, on Peceipt of the price.
Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 ·west 26th
Street, New York.
No. 63. How to Become a 'Naval Cadet.Complete instructions of how to gain admission
to the Annapolis Naval Academy, Also eontaming the course of instructions, descriptions
of grounds and buildings, histor.ical sketch,
and eveqthing a boy should know to become
anofilcerm the Uuited States Navy. Compiled
and written by Lu Senarens, Author of "How
to J:lecome a West Point Military Cadet."
Price 10 eents. For sale by every newsdealer in
the United States and Canada, or will be sent
to your address, post-paid, on receipt of the
pr_ice. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street. New York.

No. 64. How to Make Electrical Ma.
chines.-Containing full directions for making
electrical machines, induction coils, dynamos,
and man] novel toys to be worked by elec·
tricity. By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. Price 10 cents. For sale by all newsdealers in the United States and Canada, or
will be sent to your address post.·paid, on receipt of price. Ad<\ress Frank Tousey, publisher,
29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 65. lllulcloon's Jokes.-This is one of
the most original joke books ever .JJUblished,
and it is brimful of wit and humor. It contains
a large coOection of songs, jokes, conundrums,
etc., of Terrence Muldoon, the great wit,
humorist, and practical joker of the day. We
offer this amusing book, together with the pie·
ture of "MuldtY.>n," for the small sum of 10
cents. Every boy who ean enjoy a good substar.tial joke should obtain a copy immediately.
Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No. 116. How to Do Pu7.zles.-Containing
over 300 interesting puzzles and conundrums,
with key to same. A complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. Price 10 cents. Ad·
dress Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
.No. 67. How to 110 Electrical Tricks.Containing a large collection of instructive and
highly amusing electrical tricks, toil'ether with
illustrations. By A. Anderson, Pnce 10 cents.
AddrMs Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No. 68. How to Do Chemical Tricks.Containing over one hundred highly amusing
and lnstructive tricks with chemicals. By A.
Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. Price 10
cents. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29
West 26th Street, New York.
No. 69. How to Do Sleight of Hand.Containg over fifty of the latest and best tricks
used by magicians. Also containing the secret
of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. Price 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey,
publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New York.
No. 70. How to l\Take !llagic 'l'oys.-Con•
taining full directio:::s for making Magic Toys
and devices of many kinds. By A. ABderson.
Fully illustrated. Price 10 cents. Address
Frank Tousey, publisher, 29West26th Street,
New York.
No. 71. How to Do Mechanical Tricks.Containingcompleteinstructions for performing
over sixty Mechanical Tricks. By A. Anderson.
Fully illustrated. Price 10 cents. Address
Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street,
New York.
No. 72. How to Do Sixty Tricks With
Cards.-Embra.cing all of the latest and most
deceptive card tricks, with illustrations. By A.
Anderson. Price 10 cents. Address Frank
Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New
York.
No. 73. How to JJo Tricks With Nnm·
bers.-Showing many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A. Ander·
son. Fully illustrated. Price 10 cents. Ad·
dress Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
No. 74. How to Write Letters CoTrectly.
-Containing full instructions for writing let·
ters on al.most any eubject; also rules for punc·
tuaUon and composition; together with speci·
men letters. Price 10 cents. Address Frank
Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New
'lrork.
No. 75. How to Become a Conjurer.Containing tricks with Dominoes, Dice, Cups
and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing 36 illustra·
tions. By A. Anderson. Price 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
Ne. 76. How to Tell Fortunes by the
Hancl.-Containing rules for telling fortunes
bl the aid of the lines of the hand, or the secret
o palmistry. Also the secret of telling future
events by_aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illus·
trated. By A. Anderson. Price 10 eente. Atl·
dress Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26r.h
Street, New York.
No. 77. How to Do 40 Tricks With Cards.
-Containing deceptive Card Tricks as perform•
ed by leading conjmers and magicid.ns. Arranged fer home amusement. Fully illustrated.
Price 10 cents. Address Frank Tousey, publiBher, 29 West 26th Street, New Yark.
No. 78. How to Do the Black Art.-Con·
taining a complete description of the mysteries
of Magic and Sleight-of-Hand, together with
many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson.
lllustFated. Price 10 cents. Add-ress Frank
Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th Street, New
York.
.No. 79. How to Become an Actor.-Con·
taining complete instructions how to make up
for various charaeters on the stage; together
with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompt·
er, Scenic Artist and Pro~rty Man. By a
prominent Stage Manager. Price W cents. Ad·
dress Frank Tousey, publisher, 29 West 26th
Street, New York.
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PA!rRIOTIC WAill STORIES.

· LITHOGRAPHED COLORED COVERS.
;'

.

32 Solid Reading Pages.
EVERY STORY COMPL ETE. -

Price 5 Cents. - - Price 5 Cents.
ALREADY PUBLISHED :

·
No.1. Young Glory, the Hero of the White Squadron,
By Commodore Morgan
~
J

No. 2. Young Glory on Shore; or, Fighting For the Stars and
By Author of Young Glory
Stripes,
No. 3. Young Glory and the Spanish Cruiser; or, A Brave Fight
By Author of Young Glory
Against Odds,
_
No. 4. Young Glory in Cuba; or, Helping the Insurgents,
By Author of Young Glory
No. 5. Young Glory Under Fire; or, Fighting the Spaniards in
By Author of Young Glory
Cuban Waters,
No. 6. Young Glory in Morro Castle; or, Rescuing American
By Author of Young Glory
Prisoners,
For Sale by All Newsdealers, or will be Sent to Any Address on Receipt
J of Price, 5 Cents Per Copy, by

FRANK TDUSEY, Publish er,
29 \7Vest 26th St.,

Ne-w York.
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OIDIKE
STORIES OF A GO.LD SEEKER.
'

•

• 1

Handsomely Colored Covers.
32 PAGES. · ISSUED TWICE AMONTH.
Pri·c e 5 Cent s . .

Price 5 Cent

Bo. 1. Young Klondike ; or, Off Por the I.a.nd of Gold,
By An Old Min
Bo. 51. Young Klondike 's Claim; or, Nine Golden Nuggets,
By Author ofYoung Klondi
Bo. 3. Young Klondike 's First Million; or, Bis Great Strike on
El Dorado Creek,
By Author of Young Klondi
lfo. 4. Young Klondike and the Claim Agents; or, Fighting the
I.and Sharks of Dawson City, By Author of Young ][londi
No. &. Young Klondike 's New Diggings; or, The Great Gold !'ind
·
on Owl Cr~ek,
By Author of Young Klondill
Bo. 6. Young Klondike 's Chase; or, The Gold Pirates of the
Yukon,
By Author of Young Klondi
•o. 7. Young Klondike 's Golden 'Island; or, Half a, Million in
Dust,
·
By Author of Young Klondi~
lfo. 8. Young Klondike 's Seven StrikesLo r, The Gold Bunters of
High Bock,
~Y Author of Young Klondi
lfo. 9. Young Klondike 's Journey to Juneau; or, Guarding a
Million in Gold,
By Author of Young Xlondi
For Sale by All Newsdealers , or will be Sent to Any Addre11 on lleoelp

ot Price, 6 Cents Per Copy, by

FRAN K TDUSEY, Publis her,
29 ""V-.T est 26th St.,

hllA,<AH L AUL COlffNK•wYo••

N evv . York:.

